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LEAVE EDDY 


OHN CASEY, the Third Ward Ice 

Company, came in from his stable 

on the rear of the lot, and he was mad. 

“Annie”! he shouted. “Annie, where 

th’ devil are ye? The fried potatoes 
are burnin’.” 

There was no reply, and he threw his 
cap on the floor vehemently and grasped 
the handle of the frying-pan. It was 
almost red hot, and he let go of it so 
suddenly that both potatoes and pan 
went into the bowl of water standing on 
the floor for the dog. The bowl split 
in two equal halves and the water spread 
over the floor. 

“What next? What next?” Mr. Casey 
asked the air of the kitchen in the tone 
of a man with whom things have gone 
just a little too far. He was in an irri- 
tated mood, partly because he was al- 
ways in an irritated mood, but especially 
because he had been spending half a day 
over a sick mare in his stable and the 
mare had just died—one hundred and 
sixty good dollars gone to nothing and 
more to go to have the mare hauled to 
the bone-yard. 

“Annie”! he shouted again, and Mrs. 
Casey put her head in from the hall. 

“Easy wance, Jawn!” she said in a 
loud whisper. “Stop yellin’. Sneak up 
th’ stairs and get into your good clothes. 
Mamie has fetched her young man home 
for dinner.” 

“Me get into my good clothes!” cried 
Mr. Casey. “I will not! What does she 
mean fetchin’ some young squirt to th’ 
house for dinner?” 

“Not so loud, Jawn,” whispered Mrs. 
Casey. “He’s in th’ parlor this minute 
tellin’ me how her and him is goin’ to 
be married.” 

“Married, she says!” cried Mr. Casey. 
“Like fun you mean. Mamie’ll do no 
marryin’ this long while yet. Annie, 
wait now—th’ potatoes burned, and I 
slang them in the dog bowl——” 

“No matter,” whispered Mrs. Casey 
excitedly. “They’re waitin’ for me.” 

She closed the door, and Mr. Casey 
stared at it. 

“What next”? he demanded bitterly 
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of the door. “Mamie’ll be marryin’ will 
she? And I do but finish payin’ for th’ 
stenography schoolin’ for her! There’s 
a fine way to act. Ye give a girl an 
eddycatin an’ th’ momint she is fitted 
t’ earn a part of what ye spint on her 
she quits ye. I will not put on anny 
clothes. Be hanged if I put on anny 
clothes!” 

The hall door opened again, and Ma- 
mie came into the kitchen and closed 
the door. 

“Pa,” she exclaimed ecstatically, “Ed- 
die is here! And what do you think? 
I'll give you three guesses.” 

“Eddie!” said Mr. Casey sarcastically. 
“Eddie who, may your father take th’ 
impertinince t’ ask you? And I need 
no three guesses with your mother al- 
ready yellin’ her head off at me. But 
hark ye, Mamie—ye’ll not be marryin’ 
no Eddie nor yet no Jimmie nor no 
Sammie. Get your mind off it if it’s on 
your mind.” 

“Yes, that’s all right,” said Mamie hur- 
riedly, paying no more attention to what 
her father said than she usually did. 
“You'll just love him, Pa. He’s the 
dearest thing! But—oh, yes, go right 
up and put on your other clothes, and 
rush over to the store and get a quart of 
ice-cream. Peach. No, peach and straw- 
berry mixed. And, Pa, don’t forget to 
put on a necktie. And—oh, yes; get a 
bottle of olives—big ones.” 

“Olives!” cried Mr. Casey. “Me buy 
a bottle of olives! Do you think I’m 
crazy? Me buy olives!” 

“Stuffed ones,” said Mamie. “And 
hurry, Pa.” 

“Indeed!” said Mr. Casey sarcastically, 
but Mamie was no longer there to hear 
him. “ ‘Put on your other clothes and go 
git a bottle of olives!’ ‘And hurry, Pa’! 
Sure I’ll hurry! I'll run me head off t’ 
buy olives for some grease-haired jazz- 


hound to eat as my expinse. I will 

not! I see Jawn Casey puttin’ on his 

Sunday-go-to-mass clothes t’ go t’ th’ 

store an’ say, ‘Please do up a quart 

of peach ice cream and make it half 

strawberry,’ because some young pup 
that don’t earn enough to pay his board 
has come to my house to eat on me. 
Since when have I been messenger boy 
for a college-cut cake-eater?” 


He picked up the two halves of the 
dog’s bowl, and, seeing no place to put 
them except the floor, put them back 
on the floor. This brought him near 
the sink, so he washed his hands, using 
the brown soap. 


“What next?” he said. “Olives for 
the fine gintleman that’s done me th’ 
honor of comin’ to th’ house for a free 
eat. Will I get them? I wil] not—not 
in ten thousand years. Annie!” he 
yelled. 


There was no answer. 

“Annie,” he shouted, “I’m goin out, 
and I'll not be back till late.” 

He glared at the door and took up his 
cap and drew it on so viciously that his 
ears stuck out beneath it. Then he went 
out into the dusk. Ten minutes later he 
opened the kitchen door and put a bottle 
of stuffed olives on the kitchen table; 
the ice-cream, half peach and half straw- 
berry, he put in the refrigerator. There 
was one thing of which the Caseys al- 
ways had plenty—ice. 

Five minutes after that Mrs. Casey 
in the parlor heard a loudly whispered 
“Annie!” from the head of the stairs, and 
went into the hall to have Mr. Casey ask 
her where his collars were, and not long 
after that Mr. Casey came down the 
front stairs, looking for all the world 
like an iceman ready for church. He 
went to the parlor door, and a young mar 
in a neat blue serge arose to greet him. 

“How do ye do?” said Mr. Casey. 

“Pa, this is Eddie,” said Mamie. “His 
name is Eddie Murphy, Pa.” 

“How do ye do?” said Mr. Casey again. 

Eddie Murphy took Mr. Casey’s hand 
and shook it and found it hard and horny 
but unresponsive. 


= 
§ 
3 
ia 
{ 


Two 


“Oh, for goodness sake, Pa!” ex- 
claimed Mamie. “Don’t act as.if you 
were afraid Ed was going to borrow 
money. All he’s going to do is marry 
me, and that ain’t anything to have fits 
about is it? I’ve got to marry some 
one some time.” 

“Mr. Casey ain’t feelin’ very well,” 
said Mamie’s mother. “One of his horses 
that was a mare got I-don’t-know what 
and is like to die on him anny minute.” 

“Tt’s dead, if it does you any good to 
know it,” said Mr. Casey sourly, “though 
little enough anny of this family cares 
what happens.” 

“Ah, th’ mare is dead!” exclaimed 
Mrs. Casey. “Mamie, the mare is dead.” 

“Well, I heard Pa say so, Ma,” Mamie 
responded. “Gosh knows, I’m _ sorry. 
We'll never hear the last of it now.” 

“That’s the trouble with horses,” said 
Eddie, politely ignoring Mr. Casey’s 
slightly unfriendly demeanor. “Horses 
will die. Now, that’s one thing about 
an automobile truck. Of course, if an 
automobile truck is not taken care of—” 

“Is that so!” said Mr. Casey rather 
rudely. “An ottymobel truck will not 
die, will it not? You must be profissor of 
a college t’ know such a lot about otty- 
mobel trucks, Mister Murphy. I am 
pleased to meet a gentleman with so 
much knowledge. No doubt you can in- 
form me do ottymobel trucks git th’ 
colick or suffer from th’ heaves an’ th’ 
glanders.” 

Eddie Murphy colored. He was not 
angry, because he could not be angry 
with Mamie Casey’s father, but he knew 
that Mr. Casey was trying to be insult- 
ing, and Eddie Murphy was not normally 
a young man to accept insults. He was 
no child. He was twenty-nine, and for 
five years, beginning when he was 
twenty, he had dallied with the profes- 
sion of prize-fighter and had not been 
such a poor user of footwork and fists. 
Only his desire to be something finer 
than a fighter had caused him to leave 
the ring. He had considered that a fight- 
er’s successful days are not long, and 
that a good salesman is always in line 
for better and better jobs, and Eddie 
Murphy had become a good salesman. 
With what he had won in the ring and 
his savings from his salary as salesman 
he now had quite a tidy little sum in- 
vested in good stocks that were listed on 
the Stock Exchange. He still retained 
his fighter’s physique, and, big as Mr. 
Casey was, he could have picked him up 
and thrown him through a window, but 
he was disinclined to do so not only be- 
cause he was in love with Mamie, but 
because his was not the temper that 
leads to throwing men through windows. 

“Well, there’s a lot in that,” he said 
pleasantly to Mr. Casey. “I guess I do 
shoot off my mouth a little too freely, 
Mr. Casey. You know a lot more about 
your business than I do. If you thought 
automobile trucks were better than 
horses, you’d have trucks, I guess. I 
beg your pardon.” 

“T don’t need annywan to tell me how 
to run my business,” said Mr. Casey, 
still belligerently. 

“Of course you don’t,” agreed Eddie 
Murphy. 

“I know how to run the ice business 
the way it should be run,” declared Mr. 
Casey. 
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“You bet you do,” said Eddie heartily. 
“How long have you been in the ice busi- 
ness?” 

“Too dang long,” said Mr. Casey. “It’s 
a dog of a business.” 

“Lots of work and small profits,” said 
Eddie agreeably. “I know how it is. 
And everybody yelling at you because a 
fifty-pound piece of ice isn’t as big as a 
house or bigger.” 

“You said it!” said Mr. Casey as Ma- 
mie gestured at Mrs. Casey and Mrs. 
Casey retired to the kitchen. “Maybe 
ye’d like t’ smoke a cigar, Mr. Murphy?” 

“Well, thanks, no,” said Eddie. “I 
don’t smoke.” 

“What line might you be in?” asked 
Mr. Casey. 

“Well,” said Eddie, “when I was 
twenty I took up prize-fighting. Light 
heavy-weight class 

“Well, that’s a good business, too,” 
said Mr. Casey. “Now, you take this 
Delaney feller. You take Dempsey. Take 
Fitzsimmons. But none of them was th’ 
equil of old Jawn L. Sullivan. I was 
named after him—Jawn L. Sullivan. 
Jawn Casey. After Jawn L. Sullivan.” 


“You don’t mean it! He was a grand 
old man. But I quit the prize ring,” said 
Eddie. 

“Well, I don’t know but what you 
done good,” said Mr. Casey, nodding his 
head approvingly. “As man to man,” he 
added, “this collar is chokin’ me to 
death.” 

“Pa,” said Mamie, “leave your collar 
on. I think for once in your life you 
might wear a collar when it is Eddie’s 
first visit to the house.” 

“Oh, well!” said Mr. Casey, with resig- 
nation. “It won’t be long till dinner is 
done. What did you say your business 
was, Mr. Murphy?” 

“Tst!” sibillated Mamie warningly, 
but not to her father. Eddie looked at her 
with surprise. 

“Eddie is a salesman,” said Mamie. 

“An’ there’s no better way to get 
started,” said Mr. Casey. “What line 
did ye say ye was in, sir?” 

For only a moment Eddie hesitated, 
but when he glanced at Mamie he saw 
her shaking her head vigorously. 

“I’m in the—ah—mechanical appliance 
line, you might say,” said Eddie. “Just 
now, I’m selling a—well, a sort of house- 
hold necessity. I believe in the modern 
improvements. Labor-saving by ma- 
chinery, don’t you see?” 

“Well, yes,” said Mr. Casey, in a tone 
that gave labor-saving machinery his 
thoughtful approval. “There’s a lot to 
be said for them things. Take th’ vacu- 
um cleaner, f’r instince. There’s quite 
an invintion—th’ vacuum cleaner. An’ 
the illictric iron. That’s quite an idea, 
th’ illictric iron. An’ then there’s th’ 
illictric wash-tub—that’s another wan 
. .« «. Mamie, how soon will the din- 
ner be ready? Or do I have to choke t’ 
death with this collar?” 

“T’ll ask Ma,” Mamie said, and started 
for the door. 

“I put th’ ice-cream in th’ refrigera- 
tor,” said Mr. Casey; “half peach an’ 
half strawberry, on th’ top shelf by th’ 
ice. Th’ olives are on th’ table.” 

“All right,” said Mamie, “but you don’t 
have to tell everybody everything you 
know.” 

“Just for that,” said Mr. Casey, “I 
won’t tell you th’ corkscrew is in th’ 
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stable, where I took it t’ open a bottle 
of med’cine for th’ mare.” 

“Ma don’t need it,” said Mamie. 
can open the olives with a fork.” 

“You don’t happen to know,” said Mr, 
Casey to Eddie, “where I can buy a good 
horse cheap?” 

Intrinsically, Mr. Casey was of the 
salt of the earth, but he had his troubles, 
and his troubles sometimes fretted him 
to such an extent that he lost that dig- 
nified placidity of demeanor characteris- 
tic of a bronze statue of a sheep. He 
loved his family, but he shouted when 
he was irritated, and, since the ice busi- 
ness had become so exasperating, that 
was all the time. Now, however, as he 
conversed with Eddie Murphy he began 
to accept matters philosophically. Per- 
haps his good clothes and his collar made 
him feel a little as if he was in church 
and ought to behave accordingly. 

“No, I don’t know much about horses,” 
Eddie said. “I’m sorry, Mr. Casey; but 
I'll ask around if you want me to.” 

“Let be! Let be!” said Mr. Casey in 
his most friendly manner. “Put your- 
self to no trouble, Mr. Murphy. There’s 
plenty of horses. Now, they’re tellin’ 
me you’re goin’ to marry my Mamie.” 

“IT certainly am, Mr. Casey,” said Ed- 
die Murphy eagerly. “With your con- 
sent, of course. I was saying to Mrs. 
Casey 

“She’s a fine girl, is Mamie,” Mr. 
Casey said. “Yes, she’s a dang fine girl, 
if I do say it.” 

“Now, Pa!” begged Mamie, but Mrs. 
Casey put her head in the room and sug- 
gested that the table was ready to be 
set. “Don’t let Pa give you any of his 
hot air about me, Eddie,” Mamie said, 
and went from the room happily. As 
soon as she was gone, Mr. Casey edged 
his chair nearer to Eddie Murphy and 
leaned forward with his elbows on his 
knees. He motioned to Eddie to move 
his chair closer. 

“Them women,” he said in a hoarse 
whisper—“they’re so ixcited when a lad 
comes courtin’ a girl they don’t know 
are they afoot’ or horseback, Murphy. 
Th’ first lad that comes makin’ sheep’s- 
eyes they think is the king of the world 
or I don’t know what. But you an’ me 
are men, Murphy.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Eddie. “That’s so.” 

“An’ if th’ father of a girl don’t look 
out for what’s what, who will, Murphy?” 
asked Mr. Casey. 

“That’s right,” agreed Eddie. “And 
T’ll tell you anything you want to know, 
Mr. Casey. I know it is a big thing 
to come and take away the last of a 
father’s daughters, especially when she 
is such a splendid girl as Mamie is. I'll 
answer anything you want to ask me, 
sir.’ 

“Sure! That’s the way to talk,” whis- 
pered Mr. Casey. “Well, now, are ye a 
respectable young feller?” 

“Why, yes,” said Eddie. “Yes, I am, 
Mr. Casey. I can say that honestly.” 

“Fine!” said Mr. Casey. “That’s one 
load off me mind, annyway. I’d not be 
wantin’ Mamie to marry one of these 
harum-scarums, ye mind. Now—have 


She 


ye a good stiddy job, Murphy? Does it 
pay ye good money?” 

“T’ll say it does,” said Eddie enthusi- 
astically. “I wouldn’t trade my job for 
any other job you can mention. I like 
the work. It gets me out in the open air 
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and keeps me moving around and meet- 
ing new people. I love it. Some fel- 
lows don’t like canvassing, but I’m crazy 
about it, Mr. Casey. Everybody treats 
me fine, men and women both. You see, 
in this job of mine I mostly have to meet 
the women first—give them a talk and 
get them interested at their homes—and 
then I have to see the husbands and close 
the sale. And they all treat me fine.” 

“You have a nice friendly way with 
ye,” said Mr. Casey approvingly. “I 
can see ye’re a lad everybody would take 
a fondness for. Well, now this article 
ye’re agent for 

“Come and eat,” said Mamie, opening 
the door. 

For a hurried pick-up dinner Mrs. 
Casey had done well. There was a ham, 
and she had sliced it and fried eggs to 
go with it, and she had fried a new lot 
of potatoes, and with the other con- 
tents of the refrigerator and the olives 
stuffed with pimentos it was a good 
enough dinner for anyone, although Mrs. 
Casey loudly proclaimed that she was 
ashamed to set it before a guest. 

Mr. Casey was busy for a while. He 
has his eating to do, and, as usual when 
he ate, he discoursed of the ice business. 
Until the ice-cream was served he told 
Eddie Murphy in gloomy detail the tribu- 
lations of an iceman. 

“It’s a slave’s job,” he said as he 
dipped into his peach and strawberry. 
“Look at this ice-cream now. It’s from 
th’ store, and where does th’ store get 
it? From th’ city. And where does th’ 
feller in th’ city git his ice? Not from 
me, Murphy; not from annywan. He 
makes it. Wance there was a day when 
it was ‘More ice to-day Casey,’ and 
‘About twice as much to-day, Casey,’ 
for what was everybody doin’ but makin’ 
their ice-cream! And now look at thim! 
‘We'll not be wantin’ but half as much 
ice today, Casey; we’re dinin’ out at the 
Stewed Beef Tea Room,’ and ‘You needn’t 
leave anny ice to-day, Casey; we’re goin’ 
on an ottymobel trip for a week’.” 

“Oh, forget the ice business, 
begged Mamie. 

“Wouldn't I like to!” said Mr. Casey. 
“Tt’s a dog’s life. Up at daylight t’ go 
t’ th’ fact’ry, and no end of th’ ice 
meltin’ on ye this hot weather, and 
around ye must go, rain or shine, break- 
in’ y’r back carryin’ th’ stuff all around 
t’ the back door, and lift out sivin milk 
bottles and two raw tomatys and what 
not, and h’ist th’ stuff in, and put all th’ 
things back, an’ some Swede or Pole or 
I-don’t-know-what yells at ye, ‘Look at 
my clane floor! You mek all dirty. We 
get new iceman.’ A dog’s life!” 

“Yes, it’s a mean job,” said Eddie. 

“An’ gettin’ worse,” said Mr. Casey, 
shaking his spoon at Eddie. “These fur- 
rin hired girls yellin’ at me I can stand, 
an’ soakin’ with sweat on a hot day an’ 
soakin’ with rain on a wet one, I can 
Stand. Yes, a mare dyin’ on me now and 
again I can stand, Murphy, but dang 
these fellers that’s going around sellin’ 
everywan machines t’ put in their re- 
frig’rators to make their own ice! I'd 
like t’ lay me hands on one of thim 
wance.” 

Eddie Murphy colored. 

“The’s a feller I on’y want to meet 
wance,” said Mr. Casey, getting red with 
anger at the thought of the fellow. “I’ve 
heard th’ talk he hands me customers: 
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‘Why go on usin’ ice that ye don’t know 
what th’ dirty iceman has had in his 
wagon, or maybe a dead pig for all ye 
know, ma’am’,” mimicked Mr. Casey in 
a whine that was supposed to represent 
the voice of the ice-machine salesman. 
“*Why put up with th’ mud-covered feet 
of th’ filthy iceman, trackin’ up your 
nice clean kitchen day by day?’ That’s 
th’ talk he gives thim, Murphy.” 

“T think this is nice ice-cream, don’t 
you, Ma?” said Mamie. 

Mr. Casey scowled at her. 

“Tce-machine!” he scoffed. “‘All ye 
do ma’am, is turn on th’ illictricity an’ 
see the dear little cubes iv ice for th’ 
cocktails!’ A swell lot of cocktails there 
is in this house, Murphy! Or like to be. 
Sivin of me best customers quittin’ on 
me this very week! ‘No dirty ice in 
amongst the food, ma’am; nawthin’ but a 
current of cold air like from th’ North 
Pole!’ An’ six of me customers quittin’ 
me last week! ‘We'll want no more ice 
from ye, Casey; we’ve boughten us wan 
iv thim Aurory Borealis ice-machines. 
Good day to ye, Casey. Go home an’ 
starve, an’ the divil take ye’!” 

Mr. Casey paused to glare at Eddie 
Murphy, and he saw that Eddie was 
as white as the table-cloth—whiter. 

“Oh, ho!” crowed Mr. Casey menac- 
ingly. “So that’s th’ fine business ye are 
in, is it, Mr. Murphy?” 

He arose and laid his napkin care- 
fully on the table, but he did not take 
his eyes off Eddie Murphy who had once 
been a prize-fighter. 

“Don’t hit him, Eddie! Don’t hit 
him!” cried Mamie, grasping her lover’s 
arm and clinging to it with both hands. 
Having put down his napkin, Mr. Casey 
grasped the back of his chair with his 
right hand and swung it behind him, 
waving it to and fro. 

“Out of my house!” he shouted. “Out 
of my house!” 

“T think I’d better go, Mamie,” said 
Eddie hastily. “You don’t want a ruckus 
here.” 

“Jawn!” shouted Mrs. Casey. 

“Eddie! Eddie!” cried Mamie, still 
clinging to Eddie’s arm as he backed 
toward the door, his left arm raised de- 
fensively. 

“T better go, hon,” Eddie said. “It'll 
be all right. Don’t you worry, peaches. 
You throw my hat cut the front door. 
It’ll be all right.” 

“Eddie?” wailed Mamie, but the door 
shut behind young Mr. Murphy. 

Regardless of Mr. Murphy’s hat, Ma- 
mie threw herself into a chair and hid 
her face in her arms and burst into 
tumultuous tears. Mrs. Casey, her hands 
on her hips, talked to Mr. Casey at her 
highest rate of speed, but Mr. Casey did 
not hear her because he was shouting so 
much louder. He was raging up and 
down the kitchen, shaking his hands in 
the air. He was indeed very angry. He 
seemed to be angry with Eddie Murphy, 
but even more angry with Mamie, be- 
cause she had taken to her heart the 
man who had been putting Aurora Bore- 
alis Refrigerating Machines in the homes 
of all his best customers. 

“What next?” he cried. “I raise a 
daughter, an’ she does this t’ me! I 
hand her an ixpinsive eddycatin in type- 
writin’ an’ she t’rows it t’ th’ birds an’ 
ties up to th’ murderer that is doin’ 
whativir he can t’ roon th’ ice business 


I’m in! What next? Th’ mare dies on 
me, an’ I must put on a stiff collar an’ 
feed ice cream t’ th’ blue-eyed defamer 
of her old man with a spoon! What 
next? Six of thim hellion machines last 
week an’ sivin of thim this week al- 
ready, an’ nawthin’ will do for th’ fine lad 
but olives with stuffin’ in thim! What 
next?” 

“I don’t care! I don’t care! I love 
him; I do! I don’t care!” wept Mamie. 

“There! There!” comforted Mrs. Casey, 
patting her daughter on the shoulder. 
“Don’t you cry, darlin’. You know how 
your pa is, mad one minute and nobody 
would know it the next. Go on an’ 
t’row Eddie his hat, sweetheart. An’ 
as for you, Jawn Casey,” she added as 
Mamie left the room, wiping her eyes, 
“T’m ashamed fer ye! You’ll be breakin’ 
the girl’s heart—that’s what’ll be next, 
Jawn Casey. Where you goin’?” 


“Out!” said Mr. Casey. “Out!” and he 
picked up his cap. “Out, an’ not t’ buy 
peach ice-cream, nor yet strawb’ry ice- 
cream, nor not even a bottle of olives 
with stuffin’ in thim. An’ I’ll be back 
whin I git home.” 

The next few weeks were irritating 
ones, but it seemed as if nothing was 
going to be the next thing, particularly 
not a wedding. Mamie was eager to 
elope with Eddie, feeling sure that they 
could find a priest in New Jersey who 
would marry them. Eddie, however, 
would not agree. 

“No, we won’t go in for that stuff, 
peaches,” he told her. “We'll find a 
way. I ain’t sore at your old man; he’s 
got the kick coming. We've got to look 
at it his way, too, honey. Twenty-seven 
years in the ice business, and then have 
me come along and shoot it to pieces. 
We'll just wait a while, kid, and some- 
thing will turn up.” 

“What?” asked Mamie. “What?” 

“You leave it to Eddie,” said young 
Mr. Murphy gaily. “Eddie is the boy 
who finds the way. That right?” 

“But Pa is so mad!” 

“T’ll find the way to make it all right,” 
Eddie insisted. “I’m the greatest little 
find in the world. Why, peaches, didn’t 
I find you? Out of all the ’steen million 
girls in the world, didn’t I find you, 
peaches? Didn’t I peaches? Kiss me!” 

It was well on toward the end of 
August before Mr. Casey began to be 
himself again. By the twenty-fifth he 
had so far quieted down that he spoke to 
Mamie without unpleasant remarks about 
Eddie Murphy, and on the twenty-sixth 
Mrs. Casey heard him singing “My Wild 
Irish Rose” as he bedded down the horses 
in the stable, and he never sang unless 
he was in good humor. That evening 
when he entered the kitchen he slapped 
Mrs. Casey on the back so heartily that 
she exclaimed “Ouch!” 

“What’s got into ye, Jawn, t’ be nearly 
knockin’ th’ arm off of me?” she asked 
him. “Ye ack like th’ happiest man in 
Conne’ticut.” 

“An’ am I not, then?” he demanded. 
“T’ll tell th’ world I am, Annie. Mebby 
ye’ve seen I’ve been a busy lad these 
days? Ive put through a deal—two of 
thim.” 

“Well, it’s done ye good, I’ll say that 
for ye,” said Mrs. Casey. 

“Sure an’ it has,” admitted Mr. Casey 

Continued-on page 58 
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THE LEATHERNECK 


June, 1927 


The BATTLE BORDEAUX 


T WAS the first week-end we was at 
« Camp de Sooge which is about 
twenty-five miles out of Bordeaux, 
and all of us who wanted a pass could get 
one and so I and Sweeney and McCart- 
ney goes in to the Captain to get a pass. 
We went in to town on some trucks and 
spent Sunday afternoon going around 
Bordeaux seeing the sights. 

We was pretty tired out when we blew 
into the Cafe de Paris for a five franc 
dinner with vin rooge. McCartney didn’t 
like vin rooge much and he wanted to 
order some coneyac but they was an 
M. P. hanging around just outside the 
little fir trees which surrounded the 
tables on the sidewalk and so he has to 
flag a waiter to whisper it. 

“Pst! Garcong,” he says. 

“Wee, monseer,” says a garcong, com- 
ing up. 

McCartney holds up two fingers which 
is signals for coneyac generally under- 
stood between Americans and Frog wait- 
ers. The garcong comprees right off and 
comes back with a tea cup full of coneyac 
and a saucer under it which reads 1 f.25 
on it. 

When we got to the haricoats vair, 
which is nothing but string beans, Mc- 
Cartney has four of these little saucers 
piled up in front of him ond is helping 


a couple of French aviators to sing. 


Madelong. 

“Better lay off, McCartney,” I says, 
“it’s eight o’clock now and we got to 
meet at the Y. M. C. A. building at nine 
o’clock for check roll call and load up 
into the busses.” 

“Don’t worry,” he says, “I got plenty 
of money.” 

“I ain’t worrying about your money,” 
I says, “but the way you are soaking up 
that coneyac, you will fall out the tail 
gate of the truck going home.” 

“Horse collar!” he says, “I can carry 
my coneyac as good as the next guy— 
Madelong! Madelong! Madelong!” he fin- 
ishes singing at the top of his voice. 

“Pipe down,” says Sweeney. 

Then up comes a pretty little madama- 
selle and sets down at our table, leans 
her elbows on it and makes eyes at Mc- 
Cartney. McCartney falls for it, too. 

“Watch your step, McCartney,” I says, 
“they is an M. P. outside of these fir 
trees.” 

“Oh, what the heck do I care for M 
P.’s!” he whoops, “I can lick——” 

“How’s that?” says the M. P., stepping 
inside of the trees. 

“T say I can lick anybody that says 
our M. P.’s ain’t O. K.,” says McCartney, 
“Hey, Horrigan?” 

“Sure,” I says, “Set down and have 
some vin rooge, big boy.” 

“Don’t want none,” says the M. P., 
looking sour, “you guys pipe down. 
See?” 

The M. P. goes off and the madama- 
selle grabs McCartney’s go-to-hell hat 
and sticks it on her head. 

“Over in America,” says McCartney, 
“that means you got to kiss a fellow.” 

“Oo-la-la,” she says, “mame shose in 
France!” 

“What does that mean?” says Mc- 
Cartney. 
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“Tt means she is taking a dirty dig at 
you,” I says, “give her the air.” 

Sweeney gets hold of the garcong and 
whispers to him not to give McCartney 
no more coneyac, and so, by and by, we 
finish up our dinner and pay the bill. 

“Let’s go right up the street to the Y 
now,” I says, “we don’t want to be A. W. 
O. L. the first time we’re down here or 
we won't get no more passes.” 

So we done it, Sweeney taking hold of 
McCartney by one arm and me by the 
other. We should of had a third guy 
along to hold his hand over his mouth for 
McCartney insists on singing all the way 
and this madamaselle is sticking along 
behind like the cooties once they get at- 
tached to a fellow. 

“Ell ree, say tool mal kell say fair,” 
sings McCartney, “Madelong! Madelong! 
Madelong!” 

I was sure thankful when we got into 
the crowd that was waiting outside the 
Y for the roll call and the bus ride back 
to Sooge. We was jostled about a bit 
and we let go of McCartney’s arms in 
the crowd, but we didn’t worry any more 
because we thought he would be safe. 

In a minute the whistle blows and a 
Sergeant yells, “Line up!” Everybody 
falls in in double rank and I taken a look 
around for McCartney but I didn’t see 
him no place. 

“Attention to roll call!” yells the Ser- 
geant. 

“Where’s McCartney ?” whispers Swee- 
rey, falling in beside me in the rear 
rank. 

“I don’t know,” I says. 

“Abrams!” yells the Sergeant. 

“Here!” calls Abrams. 

“Adams!” 

“Hyuh!” 

“Allerton!” 

“Hyo!” 

On he goes calling the roll and I can 
hear ’em all answering—“Axton—here— 
Baldwin—here—Bell—Hyo—etcetery and 
so forth down through the B’s and C’s 
and still I don’t see nothing of McCart- 
ney so I makes up my mind that when 
his name is called I’m going to answer 
for him, in the hopes that we can get 
holt of him before the trucks leave. I 
was so busy thinking about it, I almost 
missed hearing the Sergeant sound off 
my own name. 

“Horrigan!’ 
“HYO!” I yells. 

“Wake up!” he yells, “Howard, Huff, 
Isenberg 

Down the roll he goes till he gets to 
the M’s and still I don’t see nothing of 
McCartney. 

“McArthur!” 

“Here!” 

“McCartney!” 

“Here!” I yells. But darn Sweeney’s 
soul! Sweeney yells “Here” too. 

“How many of you is they?” snaps 
the Sergeant, sarcastic like. 

“Excuse me, Sergeant,” I says, “my 
mistake; I answered to the wrong name.” 

“Well, dig the sand out of your ears!” 
he says, “McElwood!” 

“Here!” 


he yells, “Horrigan! 


” 


“He didn’t get wise!” whispers Swee- 
ney. 

Sure enough, the Sergeant never fel] 
for it. It was dark and he couldn’t see 
who was answering “here” and who 
wasn’t. I felt better when the guy next 
to me answered “here” to about four 
names. 

“Zileoski!’ 
up the roll. 

“Here!” 

“All right, you men,” says the Ser- 
geant, “pile in the trucks.” 

So we broke ranks. 

“We're all right so far,” says Sweeney, 
“but we better gather McCartney up. 
Wonder where he went to.” 

“I don’t want only one guess,” I says, 
“the poor nut went off with that 
madamaselle or I’m willing to do kaypee 
the rest of my enlistment.” 

“If we don’t get him before the bus 
leaves,” says Sweeney, “what will we 
do?” 

e’ll have to get out some other way. 
They ain’t no more trucks but we might 
pick up a ride part the way and walk 
the rest of the way.” 

“Walk!” he says, “I been walking all 
day and tomorrow we're going to have a 
road march with full packs!” 

“Still,” I says, “we can’t leave Me- 
Cartney in the lurch.” 

So we slipped off and looked around 
but we couldn’t find no trace of Mr- 
Cartney by the time the trucks pulled out 
sO we was resigned to a long walk out 
to Sooge. 

“One thing,” says Sweeney, “after 
them trucks have gone, American soldiers 
will be about as scarce around here as 
bottles of beer at a Sunday School pic- 
nic,” he says, “and we can be pretty safe 
in betting that if we see anybody in uni- 
form it will be McCartney. “s 

“Unless it’s an M. P.” I says. 

“Gosh,” says’ Sweeney, “that’s right! 
We'll get picked up sure . We'll be 
marked men just like McCartney!” 

“We'll have'to lay low,” I says, “but 
he ain’t got much of a head start on us. 
Let’s ask that Frog in the cafe over 
there if he seen him.” 

“They is just one thing to do if we're 
going to do much searching after Mc- 
Cartney,” says Sweeney, “and that is to 
get an M. P. arm band.” 

“Why not get a pair of Colonel’s 
eagles,” I says, “it would be just about 
as easy.” 

“Nope,” he says, “I wouldn’t soak a 
Colonel 

“You ain’t going to soak an M. P. are 
you?” I says. 

“Not unless I have to,” he says. 

“T see where we are going to get into 
more trouble,” I says, “you’re always 
soaking somebody and getting us up be- 
fore a court. But if you are going to 
soak an M. P., be sure that you soak him 
good because if the first wallop don’t 
take, he is going to remember our facet 
and then good night.” 

“Don’t worry,” he says. 

When we turned the next corner we 
run plumb into an M. P. and Sweeney 
swings a right up under his chin before 
he knows we're there. 


says the Sergeant, folding 
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“Ts he asleep?” I says, “or do we get 
six months and two-thirds?” 

“He’s asleep,” says Sweeney, leaning 
over and taking off the arm band, “now 
we can be safe. If another M. P. comes 
up, I’ll tell him I arrested you. I'll wear 
the arm band.” 

“You may be right,” I says, “but some- 
thing tells me you ain’t.” 

Before we been another block we run 
onto another M. P. and I’m shaking in 
my shoes while Sweeney asks him if he 
seen anything of a guy walking down 
the street with a madamaselle and sing- 
ing Madelong at the top of his lungs. 

“Yes,” says the M. P., “I followed him 
around this corner but he disappeared 
and I didn’t get him.” 

“Leave him to me,” says Sweeney. 

We went down the street which this 
M. P. had picked out and listened clost 
at all the windows as we passed. Sure 
enough, we come to a house pretty soon 
out of which we can hear the sound of a 
piano playing and somebody singing 
Madelong. 

“That’s the place,” says Sweeney, 
“don’t let McCartney slip away from you 
this time.” 

We walked in and threw open the door 
to the parlor and the singing stops sud- 
denly. 

“We're in wrong,” I says, “here’s 
where we catch it, Sweeney,” I says. 

They was two lieutenants setting on 
the sofy and I expected they would craw] 
right up our backs right away but they 
didn’t. They seemed to be busy straight- 
ening out their hair and one of them was 
dropping something behind the couch. 
Then I seen why we wasn’t being jumped 
on; they seen that M. P. arm band on 
Sweeney. 

“Our mistake, sir,” I says, “we 
thought we seen a couple of men that 
overstayed their passes coming in here.” 

“Perfectly all right,” says one of the 
lieutenants, and so Sweeney and I beat it 
back out again before they could start 
to ask us questions. 

“This here song ‘Madelong’,” I says, 
“is a pretty popular piece, so we can’t 
go jumping at conclusions every time we 
hear it.” 

Well, we tramped the streets of Bor- 
deaux till we didn’t even see M. P.’s any 
more and we could hear a clock some- 
wheres far off, striking twelve. 

“We got to quit now,” I says, “we 
done all a fellow could expect for Mc- 
Cartney, and so now we better be getting 
back out to Sooge. We got six hours 
to go twenty-five miles.” 

So we caught a street car which was 
going out towards camp and we rode on 
it for about three miles when it come to 
the end of the line. Then we walked a 
while till we come to the outskirts of 
town. 

“Wait a minute,” says Sweeney, “I’m 
going in this wine shop and get a pack 
of cigarettes.” 

Well, while he was in there, two M. 
P.’s went by and I heard ’em talking. 

“Did you hear about Wagner?” says 
one. 

“No,” says the other. 

“He was knocked down and his arm 
band stole,” says the first M. P. and he 
don’t remember who done it but we all 
got orders to look out for anybody we 
see with an arm band on that we don’t 
know who he is e 
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Maybe that didn’t give me a thrill. So 
I ducks right into that cafe and hollers 
for Sweeney. 

“Take off that arm band!” I yells at 
him. Then I heard something behind 
me and turned around and it was them 
two M. P.’s which had turned around 
and come back to follow me into that 
wine shop. I went out the window and 
Sweeney went out the side door and I 
never seen him again until the Court 
Martial taken place. 

Don’t let anybody tell you that 22 
miles can’t be made in five and a half 
hours on foot because I done it. As a 
matter of fact, I done the first four miles 
in about twenty minutes. 

In summer time it gets to be broad 
daylight in France at about three a. m. 
o’clock in the morning so I had to come 
into Sooge right before the eyes of the 
sentry. 

“Halt!” he hollers, “Who’s there?” 
just as if he couldn’t see it was me, but 
I never said nothing only “Friend.” 

“Advance, friend, to be reckanized,” 
he says. 

So I went up and he looks real hard at 
my sleeves. 

“T ain’t nothing only a private,” I says. 

“T wasn’t looking for no chevrons,” he 
says, “I was looking for an M. P. arm 
band.” 

“Poor Sweeney!” says I to myself. 

“What’s your name and outfit?” he 
says. 

“Private Jones,” says I, “Battery ‘A,’ 
13th Field Artillery.” 

“Advance Private Jones,” says he, 
“you sure got a lot of brothers in this 
camp. They is been twelve Joneses come 
in during my tour.” 

And so I got off O. K. except that as 
soon as I got into quarters the bugle 
blowed and I had to stand revelry with- 
out no sleep and right after breakfast 
we went off on a road march which lasted 
all day long and I was detailed for guard 
duty that night. Pretty tough. I went 
to sleep when I was on post and the 
Officer of the Day come around and 
would of caught me only the O. D. this 
time was Captain Stevens and he’s got 
a dog that always goes around with 
him and the dog licked me on the face 
and wakened me up in time to meet the 
Captain and tell him my general orders. 

But that is turning aside from this 
here story. What made me the maddest 
of all was at revelry when they called 
the roll, McCartney answers to his name! 
We'd been looking all over Bordeaux for 
him and here he was at revelry. 

“Where was you last night?” I says 
to him after we fell out of ranks. We 
waited till after the bus left for you 
and looked all over town and had to 
walk out.” 

“Why, I was the first guy to get aboard 
the trucks, says McCartney, “I wasn’t 
taking no chances.” 

“You wasn’t in the roll call,” I says. 

“No, but I was in the truck.” 

What do you know about that? 

I didn’t see Sweeney till I come off 
guard the next day and the place I seen 
him was in the mill. I was standing in 
ranks with the old guard when they was 
turning over the prisoners and when they 
called the roll I heard the O. D. call 
“Sweeney!” and Sweeney steps one pace 
to the front and says “Here, Sir!” 


Five 


After the formation, he gets permis- 
sion to speak to me. 

“Jack, old man,” he says, “of course 
you’re going to stick up for me?” 

“Sure,” I says, “what do you want me 
to do?” 

“Why, be a witness for me,” he says, 
“and tell the court you never seen me 
soak that M. P.” 

“T’ll say you told me you didn’t soak 
him,” says I, “but what good would that 
do?” 

“Nobody seen me do it,” he says, “and 
if you could say you didn’t see me, that 
would get me off with a small blind for 
overstaying my pass. I got a nice story 
fixed up about how I come to be wearing 
that arm band.” : 

“All right,” I says, “but don’t say 
nothing about me or McCartney because 
we was both present at the Y and we 
was both in ranks at revelry yesterday 
morning and they ain’t got nothing on 
neither of us.” 

“McCartney was in ranks?” he says. 

“Yes,” I says, “he climbed into a truck 
without waiting for the roll call and was 
present at revelry yesterday morning.” 

“That gold brick has got me into a 
nice mess, ain’t he?” 

“Yes,” I says, “and he can’t get you 
out.” 

So I left Sweeney and the next day he 
was tried by the Summary Court offi- 
cer, Major Williams. I got to listen to 
his trial from outside the window. 

First, two M. P.’s testifies that they 
picked him up near the outskirts of Bor- 
deaux with an M. P. arm band on. Then 
the M. P. that he soaked testifies that he 
was walking along the street and up 
comes a guy and soaks him and that’s all 
he knew. The major asks him -if he 
could recognize the guy that soaked him 
and he says “Yes, that’s him,” and points 
at Sweeney. 

“You’re a liar,” says Sweeney. 

“Shut up,” says the Major. Then he 
warns Sweeney that if he makes a state- 
ment, anything he says will be used 
against him and then Sweeney says he 
wants to make a statement anyways so 
the Major swears him. “Tell what you 
know about it,” says the Major. 

“Well, sir,” says Sweeney, “I got an 
alibi. In the first place, I wasn’t any- 
wheres near the place that M. P. says he 
was when he got soaked. I went out 
towards camp on the bus with the rest 
of the fellows and I can prove it be- 
cause I answered to my name at the roll 
call and the Sergeant in charge of the 
men on pass will tell you I was present.” 

“Then what were you doing out near 
the outskirts of Bordeaux at about half 
past twelve that night?” asks the Major. 

“Well, sir, I’m coming to that,” says 
Sweeney, “You see, I was framed, Ma- 
jor.” 

“Framed?” 

“Yes, sir. I was riding out to camp 
on the truck and I was in the back, near 
the tail gate and I seen a Frog grab hold 
of a girl and I heard her scream for help. 
Wouldn’t the Major of gone to a lady’s 
assistance in a case like that?” 

“Perhaps,” says the Major, “that’s 
got nothing to do with it though. What 
did you do when the lady screamed?” 

“T jumps out of the truck and hollers 
to Private Horrigan who was standing 
beside me but he didn’t hear me on ac- 

Continued on page 59 
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The WEB of FATE 


TYPICAL NOVEMBER night in 

Boston; gusty wind, clammy mist, 

dim are-lights. Rufus Putnam 
started as a clock from a church tower 
solemnly tolled the hour of two. He'd 
just realized that he was on City Bridge, 
and instinctively he glanced toward the 
dismal docks of the Charlestown Navy 
Yard. Useless! Nothing but grey fog- 
screen met his eyes. Even the elements 
were against him. Water swished sul- 
lenly against the cement abutments far 
below; no sign of human life. Every- 
body home, and probably happy 

The hoarse whistle of a steamer 
brought a glint to his eyes, and a mo- 
ment later he made out the faint out- 
line of a tug with two barges in tow. Im- 
patiently he moved along—he was in no 
mood to watch that slow procession. He 
must get started. Somewhere! Any- 
where would do if outside of Boston. He 
scowled as an Elevated work-train thun- 
dered overhead. A moment later the 
bridge began to move, and he saw men 
flitting about the latticed metal gates 
that swung across the roadway. The 
bridge was slowly swinging. Well, let it 
swing! 

Dimly he realized it must be on ac- 
count of the noisy tug—one of the barges 
had a derrick too high to clear the 
bridge. 

As the end of the bridge pulled away 
from the main structure, he suddenly 
decided that he didn’t care to be sus- 
pended over the water in such a vehicle— 
too slow for him. With a wild leap he 
plunged toward the slowly disappearing 
roadway. He heard a shout, then felt 
himself hurtling downward with hands 
helplessly clutching at empty space. 

The next instant he was in the icy 
water, and fighting for air. At last he 
got his head above the surface and 
gasped frantically. Evening clothes with 
heavy overcoat are not conducive to 
swimming; with a hard struggle he got 
rid of the outer garment, and turned on 
his back to rest. 

During that moment’s fierce panting 
for breath he had plenty of time for bit- 
ter thoughts. “A beautiful mess!” he 
mused as he scowled angrily into the 
grey mist. “And all on account of that 
‘Izzy Hanson’ too. If dad hadn’t been so 
infernally set in his notion to make me 
marry her, I wouldn’t have had this 
quarrel with him—wouldn’t be in this 
miserable water 

Every second his bones were getting 
chilled nearer the marrow. His teeth 
chattered. He knew he could probably 
swim ashore—but what then? The last 
trains had gone, and he had no money to 
buy tickets anyhow; he’d spent his last 
dollar at that theater supper; then quar- 
relled with his dad—and now here he was 
floating in Boston harbor like a bunch of 
sea-weed. Fine prospect! 

He was about to turn over and start 
swimming, when he heard a purring 
noise; he knew it must be a motor-boat. 

One of the unusual kind with the ex- 
haust muffied down to a nicety. Cau- 
tiously he swam toward the sound, and 
an instant later saw a sharp prow cut- 
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ting the fog, and aiming directly toward 
him. 

His first desperate yell brought re- 
sults; even better than he had hoped for. 
A slight form wrapped in oilskins, and 
souwester, appeared near the bow of the 
boat, while a pair of big blue eyes 
stared down at him. The next instant 
a coil of rope flew over the side of the 
boat, and across Putnam’s shoulders. 

He heard a feminine voice excitedly 
shout: “Dad! stop her—give me a hand 
here, quick!” 

Putnam seized the rope and felt him- 
self pulled toward the boat; he sensed 
a strong grip on each of his wrists, and 
the next moment found himself standing 
in the boat beside a tall, broad-shoul- 
dered man. He felt a trifle dazed. Water 
oozed from his patent-leather shoes, and 
ran in little streams from his dress-suit. 

The boat by this time was going in 
a circle, and the tall man hurried back to 
the wheel. Putnam slouched gingerly to 
a seat and glanced bewilderedly at the 
girl. Before he could thank her for help- 
ing him out of the water, he heard an 
oath from the direction of the stern; 
the tall man was in trouble. 

“Bell!” the big. voice boomed dis- 
gustedly. The girl hastened toward the 
scene of disturbance, leaving Putnam 
alone, and shivering. He soon heard 
mumbled conversation; the steerman had 
lost his bearings. 

Putnam smiled—he could now be of 
some real value to his rescuers. He 
knew he'd like to assist that girl; she 
had lovely eyes. .. 

Boldly he found his way aft just in 
time to hear her say; “It’s too much 
for me, dad. I don’t know whether this 
is the middle of the ocean, or part of 
Boston harbor—” 

Putnam cut in eagerly; “If you want 
a pilot, I can help you out—I know 
every inch of this harbor—” 

The man looked up, a relieved expres- 
sion on his tired, damp face. “All right, 
friend,” he muttered, “whoever you are, 
take this damn wheel and see if 
you can point her toward Commonwealth 
Pier—I thought it was down this way.” 

Rufus Putnam was now in his ele- 
ment; he’d been around Boston harbor 
too many times in his dad’s power launch 
to get lost, even with the docks screen- 
ed with fog. 

“It’s over that way,” he assured, as he 
pointed with one hand, and whirled the 
wheel with the other. 

The girl had disappeared forward in 
the little cabin, but the tall man sat 
down beside Putnam. With curious 
eyes he searched the young man’s face. 
Finally he spoke; “You don’t look like 
a fellow who would be swimmin’ round 
the harbor for fun; how’d it happen?” 

Putnam knew the truth would be the 
best policy; he knew his interrogator 
was well educated, and probably a 
wealthy man; his speech proclaimed him 
to be a Westerner, and if owner of this 
unusual power-boat, it was more than 
probable that he was a rancher on a 
pleasure trip. As Putnam whirled the 


wheel once more he turned to his 
rescuer. 

“I was crazy mad tonight,” he ex- 
plained. “Had a fierce quarrel with my 
dad. The outcome was, he told me he 
was through with me; I was disowned. 
I walked out into the night, and finally 
found myself on that old bridge back 
there. I didn’t intend to commit sui- 
cide; the bridge opened for a tug to go 
under—I leaped back toward mainland 
and missed—” 

Putnam gasped as the motor-boat sud- 
denly scraped against something that 
loomed above them; the wheel whirled 
viciously; “Gosh!” he exclaimed, “we 
nearly ran into the East Boston ferry 
that time—.” 

The tall man puffed leisurely at his 
cigar; it was evident to Putnam that this 
stranger had a firm grip on his nerves, 
whether a good seaman or not. 

Just then Bell glided out of the cabin, 
a steaming mug of coffee in one firm 
hand; “My goodness, you nearly tipped 
over my coffee-pot a second ago,” she 
sputtered breezily. “Here, drink this, 
stranger, it’s good for cold feet, and wet 
clothing—.” 

With a muttered word of thanks, Put- 
nam eagerly swallowed the hot liquid, 
and handed the empty mug back to the 
girl. The fog was by this time lifting, 
and Commonwealth Pier stood out into 
the harbor on their right like a gloomy 
fortress. On one side was an ocean 
steamer tied to the cement wharf, with 
big hoisting derricks ominously sug- 
gestive. 

“Any particular landing place?” Put- 
nam queried, as he swept with his eyes 
along the end wharf. 

The tall man smiled in a peculiar way. 

“You might pull up alongside that 
steam-yacht at. the end of the pier; 
reckon it’d be about as homelike as any- 
thin’ ‘round this region—what say, 
Bell?” 

Putnam noticed that the girl had sud- 
denly appeared from the cabin again. 
She chuckled happily; “It sure will, dad. 
It’s next best to Two X ranch—.” 

Putnam steered alongside the beauti- 
ful yacht almost reluctantly; he feared 
this might be the end of his voyage. 
He wondered how he might continue this 
strange acquaintance. 

Bell had shut off the power; the sharp 
prow of the boat cut a thin wedge in 
the green water, glided for a little ways, 
then bumped against the bulging side 
of the larger vessel. Almost instantly 
a rope-ladder was slung over the side, 
and two seamen leaned from above. 

Putnam turned nervously to the tall 
man; he knew now this was the owner 
of the yacht; “Stranger, if you don’t 
mind, I’d like a chance to finish my 
story—” 

“By all means,” the owner assured. 
“Scramble up the ladder, and we'll see 
what we can do for you.” 

As Putnam forced his numbed fingers 
about the dangling rungs of the ladder, 
and eagerly made his way over the rail, 
he wondered what the future had in store 
for him. One quick glance showed him 
that this was no ordinary craft; brass- 
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rails; mahogany trimmings; bright- 
paint; everything indicated luxurious 
comfort, and the last word in efficiency. 
His musing was interrupted as Bell and 
her father appeared at the top of the 
ladder, and merrily scrambled over the 
rail together. 

Several seamen appeared; davits were 
rigged, and the motor-boat was quickly 
hoisted to the deck of the yacht. A man 
in uniform issued orders in brisk voice. 
It was apparent to Putnam that the 
yacht was about to get under way. He 
turned abruptly as a familiar voice 
boomed over his shoulder; “I gathered 
from your conversation that you’d just 
as soon leave Boston?” 

Putnam’s heart gave an exultant 
bound, as he replied; “Yes, that’s exactly 
what I wish to do.” 

“All right,” the tall man assured, as 
he glanced searchingly forward where 
several men were busily coiling a big 
hawser. “Come on down below—I’ll see 
if I can rig you out with a dry suit.” 

As they entered the cabin, Putnam 
heard the reverberation of the machin- 
ery; the yacht was backing out from the 
wharf. He had stopped shivering now. 
The excitement plus the warm air of the 
cabin had quickly heated his blood. This 
was the beginning of a new life! 

Almost immediately he was ushered 
into a good-sized stateroom. Steam heat 
had been turned on; a complete suit of 
clothing hung over a chair near the ra- 
diator, and Putnam suspected that Bell 
had been busy already—how she could 
have accomplished it so quickly was be- 
yond his man-mind. He presumed it 
must go with all the rest of the wonder- 
ful efficiency displayed on this mysteri- 
ous ship. Opening out of the stateroom 
was a bathroom, and this also was siz- 
zling with heat. 

The full-sized bath-tub looked strange- 
ly tempting as a cure for cold-feet. He 
decided to try it. The faucet ran scald- 
ing-hot water at once. 

Half an hour later, clad in the bor- 
rowed clothing, he smilingly made his 
exit to the main cabin. He found the 
yacht owner reading a newspaper, his 
feet on the edge of the mahogany table, 
his chair tipped back as far as the swivel 
would allow. A pair of serious grey 
eyes looked up, and for a moment seemed 
to bore right thru Putnam’s head. 

“Sit down, young man,” he urged 
easily, “and let’s see where we fit on 
this midnight proposition.” 

As Rufus Putnam sat down his mind 
was in something of a whirl. He glanced 
furtively as the yacht owner thought- 
fully lighted a cigar, after offering one 
to his guest. 

“Let’s see—you said your dad had 
practically disowned you, and you’d run 
out into the night; was that the drift 
of it?” 

“Yes, that was it. I like to make my 
own choice when it comes to some things; 
you see dad wanted me to marry a girl 
named Izzy; I just couldn’t do it—.” 

The yacht owner puffed musingly 
Then; “By the way, mind tellin’ me your 
name?” 

i Putnam had been expecting just this; 
‘Rufus Putnam,” he murmured cau- 
tiously. 

“Mine is Steele Hanson,” the tall man 
laughed as he gave Putnam a searching 
glance. “My daughter you met in the 
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motor-boat is somethin’ of a mad-cap. 
She was determined to take a trip in the 
fog tonight, with me for a pilot. 

“I didn’t think we could get lost in 
this little puddle, but we did. You know 
the rest, Putnam.” 

Hanson yawned and dropped his feet 
to the floor. “Guess we’d better get to 
bed; plenty of time in the morning to 
finish this confab. Imagine you'll find 
everythin’ you need in your stateroom. 
Bell is a good provider, if she takes a 
likin’ to anybody. Goodnight—.” 

Putnam found his way to his state- 
room as in a dream. This was certainly 
luck! Getting away from Boston in a 
magnificent yacht; already acquainted 
with the owner’s daughter, who had ap- 
parently “taken a likin’” to him. No 
need to bother further with that home- 
row—Izzy and the Dry Goods business 
could go to the devil! He was quickly 
asleep ... 

The sound of scuffling feet overhead 
awoke him, and dazedly he stared about 
the stateroom; at last he remembered. 
Ah, yes, he was running away from 
Izzy, and the hateful Dry Goods busi- 
ness! He reached lazily for his watch. 
Eight-ten. Gosh, how he’d slept. Well, 
probably they’d give him a bite to eat 
if he was late—. 

As he started through the door to- 
ward the cabin, he realized with a start 
that he was wearing his own suit of 
clothes; someone had dried them, shoes, 
shirts and all. More of this mysterious 
efficiency! 

Steele Hanson and his daughter sat 
at the dining table, and looked up with 
a pleasant greeting as Putnam entered 
the room; “Just in time for pan-cakes 
and maple-syrup,” Bell informed him, 
“we’re lazy this morning—.” 

As they finished breakfast, Putnam 
noticed for the first time that the yacht 
was anchored. Hanson informed casu- 
ally that they had been compelled to 
give up the attempt to get outside the 
harbor. All that day the Southern Ro- 
ver lay impatiently at her anchorage, 
while whistles from ferry boats, ocean 
tugs, and passing steamers sounded 
hoarse warnings. The upper decks were 
wet, while on all sides a thick screen 
of grey mist, and steaming fog made an 
impenetrable gloom. 

Putnam noticed a scowl on the yacht 
owner’s face; he seemed nervous, and 
anxious. Finally Bell told the young man 
a secret; her father had made a dicker 
with a rum-runner on their inward trip, 
and had picked up quite a supply of 
scotch—enough to stock his wine cellar 
for years to come, but this unexpected 
delay in Boston harbor was not so good. 
Revenue inspectors might get inquisi- 
tive; he had greased the palm of one; 
the next might make trouble. 

Late that evening the fog suddenly 
lifted as a stiff breeze swept in from 
the east. The yacht displayed a signal 
for a pilot, and every minute the owner 
got more impatient as no pilot showed 
up. The wireless operator had reported 
a bad storm approaching, and discretion 
urged that the yacht remain at anchor- 
age, but Steele Hanson for once threw 
caution to the winds; he ordered up the 

anchor, and once more Putnam saw a 
chance to be of service. He had no li- 
cense, but he knew the harbor and felt 
a glad thrill as he stood in the wheel- 
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house and directed the course of the 
beautiful craft. Once he caught Bell’s 
eyes fastened on him—that was all the 
reward he needed. 


He began to wonder why his heart 
beat so fast when she came near—he 
hardly knew her, still, he felt somehow 
that he’d known her always... 

The Southern Rover was barely out 
the harbor’s mouth, when Putnam heard 
the unmistakable boom of a gun. An 
instant later a shell screamed across 
the bows of the yacht. It was a Reve- 
nue cutter! 

The helmsman looked inquisitively to- 
ward Steele Hanson, one hand on the 
bell-signal. 


“Give her more power—jam on all 
she’s got!” he shouted. 

The bell jangled; almost immediately 
the yacht reverberated with the strain- 
ing machinery as every available pound 
of steam was pushed against the pro- 
pellers. Spray flew in blinding sheets, 
as the rakish bow cut the white-chested 
waves with ever increasing speed. 

Again came the boom of the Revenue 
cutter’s gun, and this time the shell 
swept across the upper deck, narrowly 
missing the wheel-house, and raking 
away a section of the wooden rail. The 
steersman at once commenced a zigzag 
course. The waves were getting each 
moment rougher, but the cutter was 
being rapidly left behind. Soon they’d 
be beyond the range of the hateful 
search-light, then they’d be safe. 


Suddenly came that fateful boom once 
again; Steele Hanson cursed as a dull 
crash reached their ears; gradually the 
engines reduced speed. Soon the en- 
gineer’s anxious head poked above deck. 
“Somethin’s plowed a hole in her side,” 
he shouted hoarsely. “We’re drowned out; 
can’t keep her going’ much longer!” 

The color drained from Steele Han- 
son’s face as he plunged below with the 
engineer. A heavy mist was settling 
down again; all ahead was blank dark- 
ness, but at least they’d be safe now 
from the Revenue cutter. The Southern 
Rover’s raucous whistle was sounding 
a. mournful warning continuously. 

In the excitement of dodging the 
Revenue cutter’s shells, all sense of di- 
rection had been lost. Straight into the 
black night they had driven with all 
lights turned out. Suddenly Putnam 
heard an unusual sound—a dull, hoarse 
whistle, like the dying groan of a bull. | 
He glanced at the compass. The yacht 
was headed south-west; directly towards 
the rocks! 

The next instant a faint light pierced 
the mist. It was the powerful ray from 
the light-house! With a fierce tug on 
the wheel Putnam strove to swerve the 
big boat. He held his breath as the 
yacht suddenly hesitated; trembled; 
they had struck the reef! A wave lifted 
her stern—the propellers churned help- 
lessly in air for a brief moment. She 
was moving again; scraping over the 
cruel ledge. For long moments it seemed 
that the Southern Rover was doomed, 
then with a lurch her bows went down 
while tons of water surged over the 
forward deck. Once more the yacht 
floated on an even keel. 

Bell, in oilskins, with her brown bohks 
flying in the wind, poked her head above 
the companionway, then came with a 
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rush to the wheel-house. Her eyes were 
wide with fright, but her voice was 
steady as she asked: “Where is dad?” 

“Down in the engine-room,” Putnam 
informed, “or at least that’s where he 
went from here—” 

But soon Bell came back. Her voice 
trembled this time as she cried; “He’s 
not there!” 

Dumbly Putnam looked into her eyes. 
How he wished he could help her. “Have 
you looked in his stateroom?” he asked 
hopelessly, his heart cold with forebod- 
ing. He knew the answer. Something 
had happened! 

Leaving the wheel in charge of the 
seaman, Putnam seized Bell’s hand, and 
together they lurched to the companion- 
way. Two sailors were interviewed; one 
had seen the yacht owner making his 
way aft—thought he was trying to repair 
one of the stern-lights; he had offered 
to help but the master had ordered him 
below on the pumps... 

Putnam clutched dizzily at the rail; 
“I'm afraid your dad’s overboard,” he 
blurted. Not waiting to hear the girl’s 
ery of anguish, he rushed toward the 
power-boat. There was just a bare 
chance that somewhere in that black, 
dismal water Steele Hanson was des- 
perately swimming for his life .. . 

For a moment pandemonium broke 
loose as men shouted excitedly; but al- 
most immediately the Southern Rover's 
efficiency came calmly to the surface; 
the yacht was stopped; soon the propel- 
lers were in reverse; davits were swung 
round, with the motor-boat suspended 
over the rail; Putnam ordered one man 
in the small boat, and before he had 
seated himself Bell sprang in beside him, 
a glint to her eyes, a determined look to 
her white lips. Putnam knew there was 
no use in arguing with her; he knew 
how she worshiped her father; a trip 
through hell would have no terrors for 
her now! 

As the boat swung out, Putnam leaped 
inside, and felt a thrill as his hand 
touched hers. “Lower away!” he 
shouted. The tiny craft had hardly 
touched the water when he started the 
power, and whirled the wheel so as to 
point over the wake recently passed by 
the yacht. 

Once out from the lee of the larger 
boat, black waves rolled mountain high. 
A white-cap struck the frail craft and 
half-filled her. Seizing 
the sou’wester from the 
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Excitement had kept Putnam and the 
girl from thinking of their own danger, 
but the seaman grumbled angrily as he 
clutched at a thwart; “We'll all be 
drowned!” he moaned, “this cockle-shell 
wasn’t built for sich a sea as this—.” 

But Rufus Putnam hung to the wheel, 
while his eyes stared straight ahead. 
The next instant he saw him—just the 
flash of a white face—then he disap- 
peared in a black wave. But another 
pair of straining eyes had seen the 
white face too. 

Putnam heard a swish, and glimpsed 
a slight form as it flashed over the gun- 
wale and into the sea. His heart 
slumped cold as Bell disappeared. He 
realized in that brief second of time 
that life would mean nothing now with- 
out her. 

Fortunately the seaman was near the 
controls; Putnam’s sharp command 
brought the man to life with a jerk. 

“Stop her!” he yelled, “back her— 
back her quick!” 

His own eyes were fixed on the spot 
where Bell had disappeared; every second 
counted now. He knew if she managed 
to reach her exhausted father, it would 
be a fierce struggle to hold him up until 
the boat got back there. That cursed 
search-light! Compelled to face it now 
as the boat backed towards the yacht, 
he shielded his eyes with one hand, and 
stared anxiously; nothing but water; 
green, ugly waves. To make matters 
worse, the low stern of the motor-boat 
was now shipping water badly; with no 
one to bail, the craft would soon become 
water-logged! 

Suddenly he saw her; she was on the 
crest of a big comber, desperately strug- 
gling to hold her father’s head above 
the water. Only for an instant he saw 
them, then they disappeared in the deep 
trough, but he knew the next big wave 
would hurl them towards the boat. Half- 
turning he shouted to the seaman; “Stop 
her—and give me a hand quick!” 

The next few seconds would determine 
the result. He knew if he missed them 
as they were swept by, both were lost! 

Each second seemed an eternity to 
Putnam as he leaned over the stern of 
the little boat and tried to pierce with 
his eyes into that surging mass of sul- 
len sea. Suddenly he spied something 
white; blindly he leaned far out and made 
a desperate swoop with his right hand 
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and arm into the’ water. When he 
straightened, his hand was tightly 
clenched about a loose hanging oilskin 
coat. It was a hard struggle even for 
two men. Bell only half-conscious had 
wound her arms about her unconscious 
parent, and clung persistently as both 
were drawn over the gunwale. 

Putnam knew the struggle was only 
half over. He weakly gasped directions 
to the seaman to get the boat under 
way, while he himself got busy with the 
rescued. Steele Hanson lay motionless 
on the side-seat, but Bell showed some 
signs of returning energy, and after 
turning the man face down so as to al- 
low the water to run from his lungs, 
Putnam devoted his efforts to restoring 
consciousness to the girl; soon she 
feebly sat up. With one dazed glance 
toward her helpless father, she crawled 
to his side; “Help me, Rufe,” she moaned, 
“we must do something for dad—” 

Together they worked frantically; 
chafing his senseless hands; working his 
arms and shoulders, but no use. No sign 
of life. Again Bell moaned as she 
glanced entreatingly to Putnam; “Can’t 
we get back to the yacht? We must— 
he'll die here!” 

Disconsolately Putnam lurched his way 
back to the wheel and relieved the sea- 
man. Both men stared hopelessly about 
them—the search-light was no longer 
visible—something had happened aboard 
the yacht! 

Putnam knew only too well the hope- 
lessness of attempting to find that yacht 
in inky darkness. Desperately he whirl- 
ed the wheel; perhaps if he went in a 
circle he’d find the ship, but could he 
find it in time? Steele Hanson must 
have skilled attention at once—or it 
would be too late! 

Perhaps the yacht had sunk! Putnam 
knew she was in desperate shape; an- 
other big comber broke over the boat. 
Shrieking gale; moaning fog-horns; 
more waves. Suddenly he saw a flare of 
light—it was almost directly ahead. Now 
he could make out the dim outline of 
the big yacht, and knew that the cap- 
tain had made the blaze for their bene- 
fit. 

The remainder of that miserable night 
was’ like an awful dream to Rufus Put- 
nam, but through it all he felt an ex- 
ultant thrill; he’d ducked Izzy, and the 
Dry Goods business for keeps! 

He remembered reach- 
ing the yacht; warmth; 


seaman’s head, Bell bail- 
ed frantically. The storm 
was abating, but the 
lifting of the fog-screen 
only tended to make the 
night more plainly hide- 
ous. Wind swept the 
spray in clouds over the 
boat; each wave seemed 
about to swamp it, but 
Putnam held grimly to 
the wheel and drove the 
sharp bow mercilessly 
into the teeth of the 
storm; he’d got to find 
Steele Hanson! 


of light swept against 
the boat, then pointed 
ahead; it was the search- 
light from the Southern 
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lights; hot-drinks. With 
one engine disabled, and 
the other barely turning 
over, they had crawled 
back to Commonwealth 
Pier. A doctor with pul- 
motor had brought life 
back to Steele Hanson’s 
sturdy frame, and joy 
to Bell’s sad eyes. Later, 
in some mysterious way 
the whole party had been 
deposited at the Parker 
House; another case of 
Southern Rover eff- 
ciency, and Putnam took 
what the Gods of Fate 
decreed, and said noth- 
ing. 

Late the following 
afternoon Putnam heard 
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The 


BACcK IN THE OLD DAYS when a 

fellow was not considered a “real” 
Marine unless he was “4th class” (a 
form of punishment) at least once a 
year, I was stationed aboard the USS 
“Idaho.” She was a squat, two-fun- 
nelled little old battlewagon and looked 
like an overgrown seagoing tug. Being 
placed in commission on April 1, 1908, 
she was considered rather a joke, and her 
crew was often referred to as a gang 
of “April fools”; but we didn’t mind this 
and, with all her quaintness, were as 
proud of the “Idaho” as we would have 
been were she the largest dreadnaught 
afloat. The Marine Detachment was 
mostly made up of recruits, although 
her non-coms, Sergeants Sherlock and 
Heady, Corporals Wilson, Lacy, et al., 
were old timers, and good old Tom Foley, 
the top-kick, was one of the finest in the 
Corps. 

This being my first tour of sea duty, 
life aboard the ship was rather interest- 
ing and I was contented with my new 
environment. I had been doing the regu- 
lar splinter deck, life-buoy, brig, and 
sentry duty since coming aboard, but 
looking over the next day’s guard roster 
one evening, I was surprised to find my 
name inserted with the Captain’s order- 
lies. I could not believe my own eyes, 
so calling over one of the gang, I asked 
him if he saw the same thing I did. 
After an exaggerated examination of 
the roster he turned to me and with a 
silly grin on his face, said: “Sure do, 
old boy, you’d better start shining up 
the old buttons and parting your hair.” 

“Oh no,” said I, rather haughtily, “me 
for the top-kick. That sissified clerk 
has made a mistake. You just watch 
my smoke.” 

Off I went to the First Sergeant and 
brought the matter to his attention. It 
did no good, however, as he simply in- 
formed me that one of the orderlies had 
been relieved from the job, and from the 
material available I was considered the 
most fitted to take his place. I argued, 
pleaded, begged to be taken off that 
roster, but to no avail. My feelings can 
best be realized when I state that Cap- 
tain’s orderlies were not considered 
“real” Marines by the guard, and, be- 


cause they were looked upon as being . 


a little bit different from the rest of the 
gang, did not belong. The creases in 
their trousers were a little more pro- 
nounced; they never needed a shave; 
their belts somehow looked whiter; and, 
together with the fact that they always 
clanned together, had a lot of idiosyn- 
crasies which made them different from 
the rest. Did I want to become one of 
those “girls”? Emphatically, NO! 


Well, it was up to me to find ways and 
means whereby I could lose this assign- 
ment. With dejected mien and sombre 
countenance I wandered off to the Ma- 
rine quarters where I located the guy 
who had just been relieved from the 
orderly job, and, after telling him what 
I thought of him for being the cause of 
my misfortune, asked him how it was he 
got fired. 

“Bah,” he said, “them guys give me a 
pain in the neck. All I did was to ball 
up a couple of silly messages and the 
Old Man got wild and gave me the 
bum’s rush.” 

“Ho, ho!” I said, becoming thoughtful 
“How was that?” 

“Well,” he answered, “the Officer of 
the Deck told me to deliver a message 
to the Skipper, and I accidently twisted 
a couple of words around. The Old 
Man found it out and sent for the Ma- 
rine Officer and told him that as this was 
the second time I had bawled up mes- 
sages, he did not want me on the.door 
any longer. When he came out, the Ma- 
rine Officer jumped all over me and then 
had me relieved.” 

“Did’ja like the job?” I asked. 

“Sure,” he replied. “It’s pretty soft, 
tell ya, but it’s too darn easy to 
ose.” 

“Ah ha,” I chortled. “I see where I 
soon lose the cockeyed job, too.” 

At 4:00 p. m. the next day I reported 
on the Captain’s door, my mind fully 
made up that I would be kicked off the 
job before my watch was completed. 
We were anchored in Guantanamo Bay, 
Cuba, and although cool enough on deck 
under the awnings, it was rather warm 
down below in the “cabin country.” 
After being on watch half an hour, I 
became a bit dopey and was day dream- 
ing of New York and “schooners,” when 
I was startled from my pleasant reverie 
by the voice of the Officer of the Deck 
yelling, “Orderly.” Going to the foot of 
the ladder leading to the quarterdeck 
I answered, “Aye, aye, Sir.” 

“Report to the Captain that a Spanish 
steamer is standing in from the east- 
ward,” he ordered. 

“Standing in from where, Sir?” I asked, 
not getting it quite clear. 

“From the eastward,” he yelled, wav- 
ing his arm in the general direction of 
the north pole. 

My first chance had arrived. It did 
not take me long to decide how to twist 
this message as the O. D. had given me 
an idea by the way he had said it. My 
conscience bothered me a little, but I 
figured that the message was not very 
important, and, if I intended carrying 
out my plan, now was the time to start. 


CAPTAIN’S ORDERLY 


By Sergt. T.C. (Limey) Baisden 


Knocking on the door, I entered and 
approched the “Skipper.” 

“Well, Orderly, what is it?” he 
growled. 

Mustering up courage I answered, 
“Sir, the Officer of the Deck reports that 
a Spanish steamer is standing in from 
the isthmus.” 

The Old Man looked at me without 
speaking; took off his glasses and gave 
me another look; then finally said, 
“What isthmus?” 

Naturally I did not know so answered; 
“The Officer of the Deck did not state, 
Sir.” 

“You go back and ask him what the 
devil he is talking about,” barked the 
Skipper. 

Out I went, and, allowing sufficient 
time to elapse for the carrying out of 
his order, returned and reported the 
original message. “Ah,” said the Skip- 
per, “and is that what the Officer of the 
Deck said at first?” 

“Yes, Sir,” I answered. 

He then went into a long statement 
about the dumbness of a certain Marine 
and informed me that it was highly im- 
portant that messages were delivered 
as received, and to be very careful in 
the future. I must say I felt greatly 
relieved when I was safely outside the 
cabin, for although the other chap had 
gotten away with this kind of stuff, I 
was rather dubious about the way the 
Old Man would act with me. I had 
heard of cases where commanding offi- 
cers had been known to throw inkwells 
at the heads of their dumb subordinates 
and, although I did not put too much 
credence in these statements, had enter- 
ed the cabin rather apprehensively. 

I had almost completed my first watch 
before my next opportunity arrived for 
the furtherance of my little scheme. I 
had one eye on the clock and the other 
eye on the door through which my relief 
would enter, when the Engineer Officer 
appeared and, coming up to me, said: 
“Orderly, present my compliments to the 
Captain and tell him that the Engineer 
Officer requests permission to draw the 
fires from under boiler “L” and move 
them farther aft.” 

Here was my second chance to twist 
a message. I had no trouble deciding 
how I would do it as the method of do- 
ing so was rather easy. Entering the 
cabin I saluted the Skipper and said, 
“Sir, the Engineer Officer presents his 
compliments and requests permission to 
draw the boilers from under fire “L” and 
move them farther aft.” 

No, he did not throw anything at me; 
in fact he was not even violent, and I 

Continued on page 57 
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THE MAN WHO LOST HIS NERVE 


HENEVER I hear that some flyer 
has lost his nerve I am always 
reminded of Captain Keith Saun- 

ders and the strange happenings that 
followed his crash at Sidwell Field. 

Until the afternoon of July 8, 1922, 
there were few of us at Sidwell who 
would not have changed places with him. 
He was the most popular man at the 
post, the best pilot, and he stood first 
with Arlene Blair, which counted more 
than all the rest. Arlene was the daugh- 
ter of General “Roaring Bill” Blair, com- 
manding officer of the field and said to 
be the “hardest-boiled man in the Army,” 
but in spite of this handicap she was the 
most alluring bit of femininity in seven- 
teen States. Not a woman at the post 
felt safe when she was around, for many 
a man had slipped off the path to the 
altar with no more provocation than a 
sidelong glance from her mischievous 
eyes. 

Before Keith reported at Sidwell, Ar- 
lene had been seen a great deal with a 
captain named Banterman, an unusually 
handsome chap but a snob without equal. 
He acted as “Roaring Bill’s” social aide, 
though it was a constant wonder to the 
rest of us that the stern old general 
would stand for his fastidious, superior 
manner. It was part of his duty to es- 
cort Arlene on morning horseback rides, 
and to attend her at certain official func- 
tions. Probably this was what led to her 
casual acceptance of his presence at 
other times. However, within a month 
after Keith’s arrival Banterman was a 
disgruntled second, to the ill-concealed 
joy of the other pilots. Nor did it soothe 
his wounded feelings when Keith became 
known as the best stunt flyer of the out- 
fit, for he had all but laid claim to that 
title for himself. 

That was how matters stood on the 
eighth of July, when Keith spun in from 
three hundred feet with a jammed flip- 
per wire. I heard his ship hit, and from 
the noise of the impact I expected to find 
him dead when I reached the wreck, but 
by a miracle he was only bruised and 
stunned. We rushed him over to the first- 
aid room and turned him over to “Doc” 
Brown, one of Keith’s best friends. He 
recovered consciousness in a few minutes 
and looked at us in a dazedaway, which 
was only natural considering what had 
happened to him. But instead of regain- 
ing his normal manner and laughing off 
his narrow escape, as most pilots do 
under such circumstances, he began to 
act like a man scared out of his wits. 
“Doc” hurriedly put us out of the room. 

“He’s had a little nervous shock,” he 
told us. “Keith’s a bit high strung, you 
know. He’ll be all right in a few hours. 
I’ve seen them act like this before.” 

That night I went over to the sick 
quarters and found an orderly at Keith’s 
door with orders to let no one in. On 
learning that “Doc” Brown was inside, 
making an examination, I sat down to 
wait. In a moment I heard Keith’s voice, 
raised excitedly and filled with intense 
pleading. 

“You must let me go!” he cried. “I 
simply can’t stand it, having them all 
look at me the way they would if they 
found out. Send me on leave—anything 
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—so I can try to get over it, or decide 
what to do. Maybe I’ll be all right in a 
little while. Think what it means to me, 
“Doe.” Think of Arlene—she mustn’t ever 
know about it. And she will, unless I 
get away quickly. I couldn’t fool any- 
one—you saw how the boys stared this 
morning. They’d be the first to notice. 
I wouldn’t dare to fly this way. Oh, 
God! I’d almost rather be dead than like 
this 

His voice, which had taken on a note 
of hysteria, dropped suddenly into 
silence, as though “Doc” had hurriedly 
quieted him. I sat there for a minute, 
sick at heart, for I knew what had hap- 
pened to Keith. The thing most dreaded 
by all flyers had come to the most bril- 
liant of them all. Keith Saunders had 
lost his nerve. 

I was turning to leave when I bumped 
squarely into someone standing near the 
door. It was Banterman, and the ma- 
licious smile on his face told me that he 
had heard everything. I pushed by him 
without a word and went out into the 
darkness. 

The next day Keith went on an ex- 
tended sick leave, “Doc” Brown obtain- 
ing the necessary authority without the 
usual official delay. He departed without 
a word of farewell to any of us. That 
afternoon I learned he had not even seen 
Arlene, for she came out to the field to 
show me a note he had left. It explained 
nothing except that he was following the 
doctor’s orders in taking a long rest, and 
would be back as soon as possible. 

“What can be the matter, Larry?” 
she cried, making no effort to hide the 
hurt Keith’s treatment of her had caused. 
“It isn’t like him to do a thing of this 
sort. Even if he has had a bad shock he 
needn’t have run away without telling 
me goodbye.” 

I thought for a minute. Banterman 
was certain to start tongues clacking 
within a day or two, and the story would 
not lose anything for his telling it. I 
decided to cut the ground from under his 
feet. 

“Arlene,” I said, “I’d trust Keith to 
clear up everything, regardless of how 
he has acted or what you may hear about 
him.” 

“Hear about him?” she repeated 
sharply. “Larry, what do you mean?” 

“Well,” I explained awkwardly, “Keith 
has enemies, like everybody else, and 
some of them—one in particular—won’t 
be slow in hinting that his crash has 
taken his nerve.” 

Two angry red spots came into her 
cheeks at that and I began to wish I had 
minded my own business. 

“Keith Saunders a coward!” she flamed 
out at me. “Why, it’s so ridiculous no 
one would listen to a word of it. I’m 
surprised that you could even » 

“Now wait a second,” I protested. “I 
never said I believed anything. You 
ought to know I’m strong for Keith. I 
was only preparing you for some rumors 
you’re going to hear.” 

“You needn’t have bothered,” she said 
coldly. “It would take more than rumors 
to shake my faith in Keith.” 


She left me with that and I didn’t see 
her again for some time. When I did 
I noticed a change in her manner. Her 
voice was rather subdued and listless, 
and she had an increasing tendency to 
lapse into long silences. Keith’s defec- 
tion was by this time a common topic, 
which of course had a natural effect on 
her in spite of her determined belief in 
him. Banterman had managed to cover 
his tracks in regard to the origin of the 
story, and by cleverly posing as a dis- 
believer of it had won a higher place in 
Arlene’s esteem. 

The sixth and last month of Keith’s 
sick leave finally dragged by, and interest 
in his return began to mount high, when 
it was discovered that he had been 
granted his full amount of regular ac- 
crued leave through a direct request to 
Washington. This postponed his ap- 
pearance for another two months. Ar- 
lene drooped perceptively when she heard 
it, and there were some who openly pre- 
dicted that Keith would not come back 
at all. Banterman maintained his atti- 
tude of the generous rival, but I could 
see that he was well pleased. 

Then one morning Keith returned as 
quietly as he had gone. I first saw him 
with “Doc” Brown, who had been ex- 
amining him to see if he was fit for flight 
duty. It wasn’t the same Keith, for he 
was thinner and there was a strained, 
haggard look about him totally foreign 
to his customary manner. He deliber- 
ately avoided the crowd, and when I 
walked over to his ship to speak to him 
he nodded in a curt way that cut me 
deeply. 

“How are you, Larry?” he asked in a 
cold, indifferent tone. Before we had 
exchanged more than adozen words he 
nodded to his check-pilot and away they 
went, leaving me filled with a strong 
resentment. 

It was only natural that he should be 
“stale,” as pilots term it, from not hav- 
ing flown recently, but it should not have 
taken more than an hour to bring back 
his flight sense, for he was an experi- 
enced flyer. Yet he ordered his check- 
pilot to stay with him more than two 
hours and a half. Even then he seemed 
reluctant to take off alone, delaying for 
several minutes while he went over every 
instrument and gage. When he finally 
left the ground he made a cautious climb, 
refraining from turns until he was over 
five hundred feet high. His approaches 
were equally careful, like those of a 
student on his first “solo” hop, and most 
of his flying was above three thousand 
feet. It was good piloting, considered in 
itself, but it had no resemblance to his 
former hair-raising performances. 

When he landed and taxied up to the 
line he climbed out quickly, threw his 
flying gear to the mechanic, and strode 
off across the field, as though afraid 
someone would intercept him. That night 
we foynd he had quit the mess and was 
living by himself in an uptown apart- 
ment, which was permitted at that time. 
From then on we saw little of him, for 
on clear days he was always in the air, 
usually high in the clouds, and on bad 
days he would find some corner of the 
library and dig into a book, rarely join- 
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ing in conversation with the rest of the 
pilots, and then only briefly. 

“Doc” Brown was the only one who 
was able to brush aside his taciturnity. 
Several times they were seen together at 
uptown restaurants, engaged in animated 
conversations, and “Doc” was known to 
be the only visitor at Keith’s apartment. 
Keith called on Arlene only at rare inter- 
vals, and then in company with “Doc.” 
He consistently declined all invitations 
for dances and other entertainments. It 
was after this that Arlene began to be 
seen more and more in company with 
Banterman. If Keith noticed this he did 
not show it. 

Early in Summer we received a War 
Department notice that one pilot would 
be chosen from those having had racing 
experience to represent the Air Service 
in the Pulitzer Race. There were six 
pilots at Sidwell coming under this 
classification, including Keith and Ban- 
terman, and all were unusually good 
flyers. However, nobody expected Keith 
to enter the elimination tests, for he 
seemed permanently to have lost all his 
former daring. When his name appeared 
on the list there was genuine surprise. 

“Roaring Bill” decided to make a big 
event out of the tryouts. They were to 
be held over a triangular course, marked 
by the usual pylons. The starting point 
was a broad white line stretching across 
the field in front of the stands, and a 
sighting wire above it so that the judges 
could take the exact instant when planes 
passed above. This line also served as 
the finishing point, so that the most in- 
teresting part of the races could be seen 
from the stands erected at this spot. 

All the contestants but Keith began 
practice with the P-1’s as- 
signed them, but he did not deviate from 
his custom of flying at several thousand 
feet, and always by himself. 

The day of the tryouts dawned clear 
and a trifle cold, which was excellent 
flying weather. I had been temporarily 
detailed as “Roaring Bill’s” aide, being 
next- in seniority to Banterman. That 
was how I happened to be in the com- 
manding officer’s stand. Arlene was 
there, of course, and “Doc” Brown, who 
was one of the general’s favorites be- 
cause of his blunt, straightforward man- 
ner and his lack of “bootlicking” ten- 
dencies. 

Because of the width of the field it was 
not necessary to use timed intervals, and 
all six P-1’s therefore roared off the 
ground at the same instant. Each pilot 
commenced a steep climb for altitude, for 
diving was not restricted then, and there 
was to be a special speed test over the 
first mile of the course. This was in 
reality a separate race in itself, which 
“Roaring Bill” had introduced as a 
novelty, and also to test each pilot’s 
judgment, for it called for a nice dis- 
tinction in regard to the time to dive. 
Too soon would cause a low rate over 
the measured mile, although giving a 
lead in the race. Yet too much of a de- 


lay might be an unconquerable handicap. 
One after another the ships pointed 
their noses at the ground and roared 
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down over the wire. During the excite- 
ment I lost track of Keith’s plane, but 
a shout from “Roaring Bill’ quickly lo- 
cated it for me. 

“Look at young Saunders!” he bel- 
lowed into my ear. “Good Lord—look 
at that dive!” 

His urging was not needed, for like 
everyone else I was up with craned neck, 
watching Keith shoot for the wire. Long 
before he neared it I knew he was travel- 
ing faster than any man had ever flown 
before. Throttle wide open, and wires 
screaming above the din of the motor, 
he flashed down from five thousand feet 
like a human bullet. As he made no ef- 
fort to reduce his terrific momentum I 
began to fear that he had either lost 
control or had gone crazy, for it seemed 
impossible to check that precipitous de- 
scent. A wave of horror swept the 
stands as he shot through the last hun- 
dred yards. “Roaring Bill’s” huge fingers 
dug into my shoulder, while Arlene hid 
her face in her hands. There was a mo- 
ment when I thought nothing under 
Heaven could save him. It would have 
taken but a fraction of a second to dash 
him into the ground. At that instant 
the P-1 flattened itself out with a deafen- 
ing screech of wires and hurled itself 
over the line at a scant twenty feet from 
the earth. Almost before I could focus 
my eyes again it was a dizzy blur half 
a mile away. 

I was recalled to my surroundings by 
the dazed voice of “Roaring Bill.” 

“So that’s the man who lost his nerve,” 
he muttered, half to himself. Then he 
looked down at Arlene, who was staring 
after Keith’s ship with a strange light 
in her eyes. “Well, God help him if he 
ever finds it again!” 

“It wouldn’t surprise me if he’s gone 
out of his head,” I said. “He’s done some 
queer things lately and no one can ex- 
plain them. This morning I found a 
steel wire bolted to the engine bed of his 
ship and sticking back into the cockpit. 
It wasn’t serving any purpose at all, and 
yet his mechanic said he insisted a 

Just then I caught sight of “Doc” 
Brown, who was vigorously signaling me 
to silence. At the same time “Roaring 
Bill” whirled about, before “Doc” had a 
chance to lower his arms. 

“What the devil is the matter with 
you?” he demanded. Then, without 
giving him time to answer, he raised 
his fist and pounded the rail before him. 

“T’ve had enough of this damned mys- 
tery,” he roared in his best form. “It’s 
pretty bad when I can’t get a line on 
what happens in my own command. Now 
what’s behind all this monkey business?” 

“Doc” set his jaw obstinately at first, 
but after some hesitation he nodded. 

“All right—I guess you'd find out quick 
enough anyway,” he said stiffly. “T’ll 
tell you, and if you want to court-martial 
me go ahead.” 

“Court-martial you!” boomed “Roaring 
Bill.” “What have you been doing now?” 

“T’ve been giving a fighting chance to 
the man everyone calls ‘yellow’,” snapped 
“Doc.” He included Arlene in his glare.° 


Eleven 


“If some people on this post had really 
known the man they’d have known there 
was a reason for his acting like he has. 
He’s stone cold deaf! He hasn’t heard a 
solitary sound since the day he cracked 
up, and he’s so blamed proud and sensi- 
tive that he’s tortured himself to keep 
you all from finding it out.” d 

If one of the PX’s had dived headlong 
into us it could hardly have created more 
consternation. For several seconds we 
stood gaping stupidly at “Doc.” “Roar- 
ing Bill” was the first to recover. 

“Dear!” he said, rather weakly, for 
him. “Why, man, he can’t be deaf. I’ve 
talked with him twice since he came 
back and he heard everything I said.” 

“But not with his ears,” said “Doc.” 
“T tell you he’s absolutely deaf. It’s a 
queer case, for his eardrums aren’t rup- 
tured, but tyeatments haven’t helped 
any. Now maybe you can understand 
why he acted so frightened after his ac- 
cident. He was stunned at the thought 
of going through life with an infirmity 
like that. If he couldn’t recover his 
hearing it meant giving up flying, his 
military career, and maybe some other 
things that meant a lot more to him.” 
He glanced straight at Arlene, who was 
listening in a daze. “That’s why he made 
me get him away in a hurry, before any- 
one could guess what was wrong. I 
knew I ought to report it, but I couldn’t 
do it.’ 

“But he talked to me and heard what 
I said,” insisted “Roaring Bill.” “How 
in ” 


“Lip reading,” explained “Doc” tersely. 
“That’s what he was doing all the time 
people down here were calling him a 
quitter. Studying at a private school 
for the deaf, so that he could hide it. 
He came back as soon as he dared. He 
was afraid he’d give himself away if he 
got into a crowd, so he kept to himself. 
Every night he’d sit in front of his mir- 
ror, practicing reading his own lips. 
Sometimes I helped him practice talk- 
ing. It was a long time before he could 
tell when his voice was at the right pitch. 
It’s a wonder no one ever caught on, but 
he did it so well no one suspected. I 
told him I’d have to report his deafness 
at the annual physical examination, but 
he hoped to get a waiver by that time, 
and to hush it up in some way.” 

“God, what nerve!” muttered “Roaring 
Bill.” “And to think of that ass, Ban- 
term——” 

He broke off, a little red of face, as 
he remembered the dignity of his posi- 
tion. “Doc” smiled acidly. 

“Don’t think that Keith didn’t guess 
what was said about him,” he observed. 
“He sensed it all, though he never ac- 
tually heard the insults meant to reach 
his ears. If he had heard them, things 
would have been different. But he was 
too busy learning to fly all over again.” 

When we looked puzzled he made an 
impatient gesture. 

“Can’t you see it?” he demanded. “Not 
a sound to help him in a game where 
sounds mean everything. No way to tell 

Continued on page 56 
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The FOUR HUNDRED 


T WAS TOO funny for words, it was. 
Patrick Burns, alias “Pat the Bat,” 
was no woman’s man, by a long shot, 

even if he had to say so himself. Still, 
there was no denying that of late he had 
been parading through Central Park in 
the company of a jane that needed no 
second look to be called a beauty. And 
more than that, for ten years past, there 
was scarcely a day that went by without 
Pat’s calling at Mike Donnegan’s saloon 
on the Square. And now, for weeks, his 
shapely mug had been absent AWOL, 
which means in frog, that nobody gave 
him the right to make himself scarce. 

Well, to make the long story short, 
Pat was the slickest dip that ever donned 
a filched leather. He was some smooth 
article, when he got down to it, which 
was always. But of late the boys began 
to fear for his peace of mind. For in- 
stance, big boy Blake came in breathless 
one evening. 

“Say, for cat’s sake, Mike, you oughta 
seen the Bat this P. M. taking the leather 
out of a guy’s pocket in an empty up- 
town car. Gee whiz, it was so plain that 
I thought they’d sure nab him. Just 
stuck his mitt down the other gent’s hip 
pocket and drags it out. Crude? Gawd, 
it was raw, too raw even for a amateur.” 

“Aw, pipe down, Boy, he knows the 
ropes and it mighta looked pie to you, 
but the uneducated goofers don’t know no 
better. I bet they never caught on, huh?” 

“Naw, that’s the funny part of it. I 
was thinking of tipping him off as to 
how raw it looked, when at the next stop 
on pops that jane which the Bat has 
been going along with. Well, seeing him 
sitting there peaceful-like, she strolls 
over to him and begins to chew the rag. 
Then for the first time the Bat sees me. 
He kind of flames up, then whispers 
something to the dame and she puts her 
peepers to me, then applies the soft 
pedal. They talk on and on, but I can’t 
make a thing out of it all, so when the 
old Square comes along, I hops off and 
foots it here to tip you’s off. He’s going 
to the dogs, that’s what he’s doing. 
That’s what a clever guy gets for drag- 
ging a skirt.” 

Well, mister, if that guy wasn’t right 
I don’t know who was, for the very next 
day I’m riding the subway and who do I 
see picking the pockets of two gents 
standing side by side in the car but our 
old friend Bat. He’s using both hams 
with a relish, but you can’t do it. I’ve 
tried and got caught, and I knew he 
would, too. And sure enough, one of 
the bimbos sets up a squeal that some- 
one has been in his pockets. The other 


guy sticks his hand down his pocket, try- 
ing to see whether he’s been picked too, 
and naturally the other fellow thinks he’s 


it off with a quick nod. 
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the guy, seeing which, I puts in an oar, 
thinking I can give the Bat time enough 
to make himself a bit scarcer, in other 
words, to move to the rear of the car, 
as the connies say. 

“Say, buddie. Here’s the guy what I 
think done it.” I-says, with a flourish, 
pointing out the other bozo. He has 
been searching his own pockets, and find- 
ing the absence of the leather, he sets 
up a wail. 

“Me? 
too.” 

But I butts in. “Yeh? That’s what 
they all say, search him.” 

Which they does, but there’s nothing 
on the gent, who turns to me with a 
fierce glare. 

“You contemptible wretch, you. Try- 
ing to foist the blame off on somebody 
else, when you know that the darned 
goods will be found on you. I demand 
that you search this fellow, he looks 
mean enough to get away with a kid’s 
slice of buttered bread.” 

I glares back, but submits to a search, 
which reveals nothing. Then I turns to 
the other guy. 

“For them funny names you been call- 
ing, I’m going to sock you in the nose, 
savvy ?” 

I does so, and the guy lands a prettier 
one on my continents, as the high-brows 
say. But I smacks back and pretty soon 
it develops into a battle royal, some guys 
saying I had a right to sock him seeing 
he called me bad names, which the others 
deny, seeing that I called him a crook 
first. 

In the meantime the Bat hops off, and 
seeing which I takes to my heels too and 
leaves the others to settle the battle, 
the outcome of which I do not know still. 
As for the Bat, I haven’t got a chance 
to ask him whether he kept the leathers 
or whether he dropped them when he saw 
the tight scrape he was in. I could bet 
a doughnut, though, that he kept them. 

Well, a couple of days after the afore- 
mentioned incident I meets him and the 
Jane walking down Broadway. Being a 
gentleman, I doffs the top-piece and 
bows, which the Bat, being a bit of a 
gentleman himself, returns. He then 
turns to the lady and says, kind of gentle 
like. 

“This is the Crab, dear. The nobby 
bird which saved me in the subway the 
other night.” 

She smiles kind of cheerful like and 
sticks out her mitt, which is like the 
chiseled granite which we speaks of so 
often. I smiles back, but the Bat turns 


Why my pocket’s been picked, 


“Let’s be moving, dear, We have 
some business to attend to this evening.” 
Saying which they stroll off into the 
heart of the city. 

Then, the next day, I hear about the 
big holdup on the “L.” Seems that there 
is a big pay train coming through for 
the first time in months, a sort of a ex- 
periment, they called it, thinking it would 
be safe and sound to carry the dough 
that way, because the crooks would be 
afraid of the third rail. But these here 
birds, a man and a woman, didn’t seem 
to be ascared, because they took the stuff 
and beat it as clean as a hound’s tooth. 

From the description, I got the drift 
right away. A lady with a brown cha- 
peau, eh? She had one on when I saw 
her. And a guy with a gray fedora? 
That’s another thing I noticed on Bat, 
he never wore them in his life, yet, the 
evening before he had one on. Kind of 
thick and circumstantial but I never 
said a word of it, thinking I could take 
a bit of time for a personal interview, 
as I believed that to be the right kind 
of way to talk Bat out of the dangerous 
game he was playing. 

Down along the Plaza, strolling about 
as if nothing had happened was Bat him- 
self. He was minus the jane, but very 
much in the company of the fedora, so 
well described in the newspapers. 

I hurries up to him and taps him on 
the shoulder, thinking he would kind of 
jump up, you know, because of the guilty 
conscience, but I’m badly mistaken. He 
turns about just like a little angel as far 
as an evil conscience is concerned. 

“Bat, for the love of Mike, let’s get 
out of this,” I whispers, in a subdued 
tone. “They’ll come along any time and 
then there’ll be trouble.” 

He never said a word but took me by 
the arm and we walked up to the bridge, 
and when we got about half-way over, 
he asks: “Now. what the deuce is eating 
you, Crab? Been getting into mixups 
again, hey, and the cops are after you? 
Better lay low like I’m doing. That jane 
set me right, bo, and I’m never coming 
back to you poor fishes and your dumb- 
luck way of doing things.” 


Now wouldn’t that gall you. And me 
trying to do him a favor. 
“Listen here, you big simp. I’m not 


in no trouble, see. You’re the bozo which 
is and if we don’t get the devil out of 
here pretty soon, your finger prints will 
be hanging in the zoo inside of ten 
minutes, savvy?” 
But he doesn’t. 
the asks: 
“Meaning ?” 
“Meaning that I know the ropes about 
that ‘L’ job, and that hat you're affect- 


Continued on page 53 
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Thirteen 


Title Contest Prize Awarded 


“NAW-W !!!” 


Winning Title Suggested by Quartermaster Sergeant R. J. Stone, Chicago, Illinois 


To Quartermaster 
Sergeant R. J. Stone, 
Chicago, Ill., goes the 
reward of five dollars 
in gold for the best 
title to the cover of the 
April issue of The 
Leatherneck: Sergeant 
Stone lets us have the 
good one: “NAW-W!” 


There were some 
other excellent sugges- 
tions that deserve spe- 
cial mention: 


Lieutenant Walter 
Wensinger thought 
that “Wotinel You Peo- 
ple Always Saluting 
For?” was a good one. 


Sergeant Major A. J. 
Fliey suggested the 
title, “Sir, The Ship is 
Sinking.” 


Private Louis Center 
came forward with, 
“Telling It To The Ma- 
rine.” 


Corporal Sidney A. 
Guy, Jr., gave us, “So 
You’re the Bird Who 
Took My Campaign 
Bars; Eh ? ? ? ? 2?” 


Lieutenant Com- 
mander A. W. Ash- 
brook, U. S. N., sub- 
mitted, “Sir, The Barge 
Is On Fire.” 
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THE BROADCAST 


Wherein The Leatherneck Publishes News From All Posts 


DOPE FROM OBSERVATION 

SQUADRON TWO 

By Arnheim 

The latest additions to Observation 
Squadron Two were Gy. Sgt. Ed Kuebel, 
Set. Masden, Cpl. Ellis and P. F. C 
Bowman. They have all been here long 
enough to become acclimated and we are 
glad to have them with us. 

The erection shop and carpenter shop 
forces have just turned out a new O2B1. 
It was rebuilt from old number “8,” and 
made into a photography ship for Lt. 
Boyden, who, by the 


WING 


and there are some very elaborate plans 
made for their entertainment. 

It is told that Wilber Mannan came 
up on the hill the other day to get his 
tobacco pouch. He was in rather a hurry, 
and grabbed the first thing he saw. 
When he got back to the hangar, it 
proved to be his soap box. He found it 
pretty hard to roll cigarettes out of 
Palmolive. 

“Hook” Ensley is getting sun-kissed, 
too. The other day he went to take a 
shave. After wetting his brush, and at- 


tempting to lather his face, rather un- 
successfully, he found that he was using 
his tooth-paste, instead of shaving cream, 
Wonder if the boys haven’t missed too 
many boats! 

Thanks, Schneider, for the remarks 
in the Leatherneck. We enjoy reading 
the news from Quantico equally as well. 
Yes, “Wop” still curls his soup-strainer, 

Keith has achieved new fame. It was 
discovered that an ordinary dinner plate 
was not sufficiently large to hold his 
“chow.” Some “big-hearted” Benny got 

busy and made him a 


way, is taking it to 
Nicaragua with him. 
He and Sgt. George 
Morgan leave here on 
the “Nitro” about 
April 15th. We are 
sorry to see them go, 
and wish them lots of 
luck in their new sta- 
tion. 

We have two new 
boy corporals with us. 
“Chick” Middleton and 


The Editor, 


Leatherneck. 
Dear Sir:— 
I should like to communicate with two or three Non-Commissioned 


NOTICE! CHANCE FOR ADVENTURE 


The following letter has been received by the Editor of The Leather- 
neck. All adventurous souls, fulfilling the conditions set forth in this 
letter, should communicate with the Editor of The Leatherneck, Marine 
Barracks, Washington, D. C. Your letters will be forwarded to the 
writer of this letter. 


miniature pig trough. 


now. There is a new 
form of aviation in 
vogue around Bowen 
field. The boys have 
found a new way to 
pass time. Any one 
who has not a kite is 
considered a social out- 
east. Every afternoon 
finds about four or five 
kites in the air. 
Doctor Dill has left 


“Reuben” Frew were Officers of the U. S. Marine Corps who are to be discharged from the 4 

both made corporal, service not later than March 15, 1928, and who have not contemplated us to join the “Langley” 

while “Pathe News immediate re-enlistment. at Guantanamo Bay. 

oon was made I prefer those that have had some tropical service and would not be He was relieved by Dr. 

E “oA N = averse to an exciting life for a period of six months, wherein the dangers Townsend. We were 
Al” Naugie ha of bush-men are more or less serious. They should moreover be free mighty sorry to see 


finally gotten his gui- 
tar, and has kept his 
promise. The after- 
noon sleepers are hav- 
ing a hard time to get 
in all their bunk time. 
“Al” is out-overstreet- 
ing Overstreet. 

“Buck” Cullum came 
back on the last Pana- 
ma, and from appear- 
ances South Carolina 
is still on the ration 


again 


from all family support. 
Recently a civilian and myself ventured into the wilds, where we met 
with many and various experiences which I do not care to go through 


with Civilians. 


I shall personally explain the details to any Non-Commissioned Offi- 
cer with the necessary qualifications. 
tact with a marine that has had some mining experience, practical or a 
theoretical. One that would not mind the rough and tumble life of being 
away from civilization for a great length of time. 


Hoping through your column to hear from interested parties, I am 


Yours very truly. 


I should also like to get in con- 


Doctor Dill leave. By 
the way, “Doc,” we 
understand that you 
enjoyed the dance at 
the Regiment the other 
nite. What terrors do 
four Marines hold for 
“t wo - and - a - half 
- Striper” when he de- 
sires a break! 

There are rather 
persistent rumors float- 
ing around of an addi- 
tion to the Gendarme- 


list of the United 
States. “Buck” came 
back all full of smiles, and we have our 
suspicions of there being a “nigger in 
the woodpile.” Never. break out the 
good news, Buck! 

Cecil C. Lough, our erstwhile acting 
sergeant-major, is now a full-fledged 
sergeant-major. We all are glad to see 


it. 

The enlisted personnel of the First 
Brigade was the guest of the Second 
Regiment at another of those most en- 
joyable dances on the 5th of April. They 
are fine, and everybody enjoys them. 
Let’s have them more regularly, Chap- 
lain! 

Observation Squadron Two was host 
to the Italian fliers, who were on sort of 
a “good-will” flight. They came here 
from South America, and were headed 
for the United States. 

Speaking of “good-will” flights, the 
American Pan-American Good-Will fly- 
ers are due here this week, and we will 
all welcome them. They are to be dined 
and feted by President Borno, of Haiti, 


JOHN COONEY 

The following letter has been re- 
ceived asking if there is any one 
who can supply any information 
concerning Private John Cooney: 
Dear Sir: 

I would appreciate very much if 
you would inquire among your 
boys and find out whether any of 
them knew Private John Cooney 
of the 95th Co., Sixth Regiment, U. 
S. Marine Corps. He has been 
missing since July 19, 1918, after 
that drive past Viercy towards 
Soissons. His mother and brother 
requested me to try and find some 
information concerning him. 

(Signed.) 

Lieutenant J. L. McINNES, 
Fire Boat John H. Farley, 
Cleveland, Ohio. 


rie D’Haiti, in the form 
of an Aviation Squadron. According to 
the present plans, Capt. Russell A. 
Pressley will go to the States and fly 
down a “Johnson Twin 60,” which will 
be the first ship belonging to the pro- 
posed organization. 

Gy. Sgt. Czeka, Sgt. Conney, Cpls. 
Trevelyan, Endsley, Scanlon, Pvts. 
Schaeffer and Willingham composed 4 
hiking party last Sunday to the Basan 
Generale, and explored the canyon. 
Beauty never expected in Haiti was 
seen by the gang. While hiking through 
the canyon they ran across a snake that 
measured about five feet eight inches. 
Outside of Trevelyan falling in the drink, 
this was the only unpleasant part of the 
entire hike. Plans are being made for 
another this Sunday, and still another 
the following week. Schaeffer says he 
found out on that trip the natives don’t 
wear shoes. He says they have to use 


their toes to hang onto the sides of the 
hills while planting their corn. : 
Q. M. Sgt. Reppenhagen and his wife 


He can’t go hungry’ 
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left us.on April 7th, making the trip on 
a Dutch liner. “Repp” was relieved by 
Q. M. Sgt. Fowler. 

Supply Sgt. Feustel, formerly first 
sergeant of “E” flight in Quantico, was 
a visitor over the past week-end. He is 
stationed at Cape Hatien now. We were 
mighty glad to see him, and hope he 
comes again soon. 

Station O B S 2 signing off. 


ST. CROIX, V. I, MAY, 1927 

Dear Wilyum: When you left this post, 
{ promised to give you the dope on this 
place. So here goes: 

The target season is just about over 
and we sure did it up in great style; 
hundred percent qualification so far. 
Quite a number of these are Sharp- 
shooters and Experts. There’s some 
banging going yet; all the good shots 
are firing the “loco fusil” for qualifi- 
eation. So far 1st Sgt. Case is high 
man, 612 over the course. 

Jawn Stumpf is in fine condition, goes 
row-boating every 
day for exercise, jj 
(As Cox’n). He | 
must have read 
somewhere that 
the best way to 
avoid falling hair 
was to step out 
from under it. 
He did, ’nuff said. 
Even  Browny 
the post mascot 
barked at him. 
“Frog” Urban 
gave Jawn a bad 
cold in the head 
the first night of 
his sing-sing bob- 
betti by blowing 
on it, thinking it 
was a_ lantern 
someone had for- 
gotten to douse. 

“Skinny” Tiete 
is in a poor way; 
he’s fallen away 
to a tenth of a 
ton. Last couple 
of weeks he’s 
been reporting to 
the sick-bay with 
a stiff neck. 
Cause: Trying to 
see how his new 
sergeant’s chev- 
rons fit him, or 
whether they’re 
still there. Dave 
Kumer* supplies 
the boys with 
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should be happy to hear that he has 
abandoned his practice of collecting 
large-size tin cans. 

August, the Police Depot’s pup mas- 
cot, has left this world. He had a bad 
habit, as good many people have, of 
jumping at conclusions. He jumped at 
an old gray mule’s conclusion the other 
day. This may be May for us but it 
surely was the Ist of September for 
August. 

We have class X-Y-Z baseball team at 
this post that argues umpire’s decisions 
with a team composed of Navy men 
and civilians. The Marines generally 
manage to come out on top some way. 

The St. Thomas gang came over and 
showed the St. Croix go-getters how it 
should be done, 5 to 9. We'll be better 
prepared for them next time. 

Guess I’ll drive a-while. SYKI. 


ECHO’S FROM THE HILL BILLIES 
South Charleston, W. Va. 
On April 17, 1927, the Marine Base- 


Fifteen 


shooter and five (5) Marksmen, not so 
bad for a raining day with mud galore. 

The employees of the State of West 
Virginia tendered us a dance here at the 
Armory in Charleston, on the 28th, which 
was highly appreciated and enjoyed by 
all. Our last dance was not as good as 
the previous ones due to the number of 
men transferred to China, and a big 
circus in town, but we soon hope to be 
on top again with additional new men 
joining now and then. Don Haricock’s 
new orchestra is sure putting the West 
in West Virginia. 

Cpl. Harm is still holding up the tra- 
ditions of the Galley with Joe Hren and 
Dot Reed as his able assistants, and 
the company clerk still figuring out ra- 
tions and getting on to his job fast. All 
hands are doing four on and twelve off 
since the twenty-two men left here 
transferred to China. Corporal Rob- 
ertson is still putting up and out with 
the stuff in the Post Exchange and says 
that we will soon have Movies and 

a Radio, if his 
Exchange is pa- 
tronized daily. 

The new ar- 
rivals at the past 
are as follows: 
Sergeant Jack 
Tucker; Privates 
Ist Class Bozell 
and McAdams; 
Privates Koell- 
ner, Pietrzak and 
Schanche from 
St. Thomas, V. I.; 
Private 1st Class 
Licau from Par- 
ris Island, and 
Private Bingemer 
from Washing- 
ton. 

_ The gang all 
join in and send 
their best re- 
gards to all of 
their shipmates 
throughout the 
Corps. Well, there 
goes that tele- 
phone again; pull 
down (4) and 
mark (6); snap 
out of it. 

A. Hill Billie. 


STATION 1.0.U. 
BROADCAST- 
ING 
From the 
Jawbone Bar 
“4 Tune in all you 


Cracker jack, 
Chew-gum, cigar- 
ettes, candy and 
eating-backy, Chi- 
nese curios and 
French “foo-foo” 
on the side. He’d like to know who 
started the theory that wheel-barrows 
were invented to teach Irishmen to walk 
on their hind legs. 

We lost Lauer, the post baker, last 
“Kittery,” but Jack Russell is now filling 
his place and our tummies to a perfec- 
tion. Oh Boy! you ought to taste his 
pies. Livermore left on the “Kittery” also. 

Sgt. Baldwin of Recruit Depot police 
sergeant fame, was over last week to 
fire for qualification. His old friends 


PATROL AT NAVY YARD, CAVITE, P. L, 1901 
Two Philippino Police and three Marines: Driscoll, Clifford and Reagan. Photo loaned by 


Mr. John H. Clifford, Portsmouth, N. H. 


ball Squad of this post joined the Oil 
Service team of Charleston and played 
the first game of the season with the 
Goshorn all nine, taking them into camp 
with a score of 13-5, in our favor. 

We opened up our rifle range at Ka- 
nawha City, W. Va., on the 23rd of 
April, 1927, which is the one used by the 
State militia of this State, and out of 
eight (8) men firing for record 30 April, 
the following qualifications were ob- 
tained: Two (2) experts, one (1) Sharp- 


radio fiends and 
listen to a little 
chatter from 
Brigade Head- 
quarters, Port au 
Prince, Haiti. 
Our basket-ball team has completed a 
very successful season, we beat every- 
thing within sight or hearing. Our lost 
column still retains the ZERO which we 
started the season with. Peaches Tus- 
sey and Wop Goodman were the boys 
who sure could loop the baskets for the 
team. File Clerk Keevan and Orderly 
Archer kept the enemy from scoring, 
last, but not least, our foremost center 
Ira Ball, who stands six-two in his 


t 
x 


Sixteen 


stocking feet and _ still growing. 

Our Mess Sgt. (Hot Cake) Vieten was 
relieved by Sgt. Socko who can growl 
louder than a Haitien Mule. All the 
short timers are sounding off because 
they think when they get back to the 
States they are going to China, while 
others are extending for duty here to 
keep from going there. 

The U. S. S. “Texas” was parked out 
in the bay for ten days and were found 
to be a very interesting bunch of men. 
Peace was kept between the Gobs and 
Marines by the M. P. force. 

We will have to sound off now and 
give someone else a chance. 


S. “COLORADO,” SEVENTH 
DIVISION, GUANTANAMO BAY 
P. F. C. C. C. Humphrey 

It’s the good ship “Colorado”—the 
best ship in the fleet. I believe the Ma- 
rines have done their part to make her 
all that she is. Last, year the Colorado 
Marine crew won the challenge cup given 
to the champion Marine whaleboat crew 
of the Pacific Coast. They not only won 
it last year, but have already succeeded 
in placing first in the elimination races 
of the Battle Fleet. Under the leader- 
ship of Sergeant Amos Taylor and the 
training of Private 1st Class Griffith, 
they are sure working pretty. 

The boys have deprived themselves of 
all luxuries, and I am sure they will be 
hard to beat; they have even gone so far 
as to offer a premium to anyone who 
catches one of them breaking training. 


OUR SPANISH PRISONERS AT PORTSMOUTH, 1898 
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Our crew and detachment wishes all the 
other crews luck. Let the best crew win, 
and we hope you don’t feel hurt. How- 
ever, the race is near and we hope to 
have more to say afterwards. 


U. S. M. C. MOUNT WINS 

Blackfoot, four-year-old mare belong- 
ing to Mrs. Holcomb, wife of Colonel 
Thomas Holcomb, U. S. M. C., under the 
skill of Miss Alice Cutts, daughter of 
Colonel R. M. Cutts, U. S. M. C., won 
the yellow ribbon in the novice road 
horse class at the Washington horse 
show which was held at the Riding and 
Hunt Club of Washington, out of a field 
of 22 entries. 


MARINES WIN THREE PLACES ON 
INTERNATIONAL FREE 
RIFLE TEAM 


Seven of America’s premier riflemen 
have been selected to represent their 
country in the International rifle matches 
to be held at Rome, Italy, in May. The 
seven, who will leave for abroad shortly 
made the best scores in the preliminary 
tests, just concluded at Quantico, Va., 
near here. 

With a possible high score of 1800 
points, the high man in the try-outs was 
lst Lieut. P. M. Martin, U. S. Army, 
who led the field with a score of 1562; 
second, L. Nuesslein, civilian, 1540; third, 
Pvt. Ist Cl. R. F. Seitzinger, U. S. Ma- 
rine, 1522; fourth, W. L. Bruce, civilian, 
1514; fifth, Gy. Sgt. R. O. Coulter, U. S. 
Marine, 1513; sixth, Ist Lieut. M. W. 
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Dodson, Pa. N. G., 1510; and seventh, 
Set. L. Lach, U. S. Marine, 1504. 

Major Harry L. Smith, of the Marine 
Corps, will conduct the team abroad in 
an effort to capture the international 
shooting laurels won by the Swiss in 
1925. 

The following is the remaining scores 
made in the final tryouts at Quantico, 
Va., April 20, 21 and 22, 1927: 

M. W. Dinwiddie, civilian, 1503; Morris 
Fisher, Gy. Sgt., U. S. Marines, 1488; 
John Blakley, Gy. Sgt., U. S. Marines, 
1487; V. H. Somers, civilian, 1486; H. O. 
Obenauf, civilian, 1482; Oren J. Tobey, 
Cpl., U. S. Marines, 1482; J. P. Blount, 
civilian, 1469; David S. McDougal, 
civilian, 1459; H. C. Wright, civilian, 
1438; H. Renshaw, civilian, 1419; H. G. 
Olson, civilian, 1417; M. C. Dolson, 
civilian, 1411; C. Shields, civilian, 1391; 
Peterson, E. S., Gm. 1cl., U. S. N., 1377. 

The personnel of the team will be com- 
posed of the first seven high men and the 
following-named officers: 

Major J. S. Hatcher, Ord. Dept., U. §. 
Army, Team Adjutant. 

Major Harry L. Smith, U. S. Marine 
Corps, Team Captain. 

Capt. Joseph Jackson, U. S. Marine 
Corps, Team Coach. 


BRIGADE HEADQUARTERS, PORT 
AU PRINCE, HAITI 
By “Mickey” Krohn 

How d’ye do Marines. The Premier 
Brigade of which so little has been writ- 
ten, will try to function more smoothly 
than formerly as far 
as the writing line is 
concerned. Before we 
start on the news we 
would like to say a 
few words about our 
Brigade Commander, 
Colonel John T. Myers. 
He has been in the Ma- 
rine Corps so long, he 
can probably remember 
the time when Leather- 
neck was more than a 
nickname. Not only 
that but he is one of 
the best soldiers and 
cfficers that we’ve ever 
served under. An officer 
and a gentleman and a 
Marine. 


The U. S. S. “Kit- 
tery” docked today only 
two days overdue. 
There were only ten 
men for the -Port of 
whom two, Corporal 
Reeder and Private 
Gory were assigned to 
Headquarters. Quarter- 
master Sergeants Wal- 
ter M. Donnelly and 
Hugh Ashby are re- 
turning to the States 
on the same boat, 
headed for Quantico. 
Donnelly has been here 
only three years, but 
thought he’d like to 
see what the States 
looked like, hence his 


return. As long as he 
stays away from Exe- 
ter everything will be 


This group of sailors was taken from Cervera’s vessels, and are guarded by Marines. Photo loaned all right. Also, we 


by Mr. John H. Clifford 


wished them off in 
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the proper style. (There is no Volstead 
Law in Haiti.) 

Athletics have fallen into a slump 
down here lately ever since the Brigade 
Headquarters basketball team defeated 
all-comers. What we would like to see 
is a nice, fast game of football. Per- 
haps some day we might get a couple of 
football teams together and stage a 
game. Wouldn’t that be fun? 

By the way. Has anybody in the 
States any idea of the whereabouts of 
Sergeant Joe Earl Stalcup? Ever since 
the Unholy Three disbanded, -copious 
tears have been shed by his friends, Joe 
Eldorado, Petey Four and the rest. Write 
us a line Joe, we won’t say anything. 

I suppose every “boot” that was on 
Parris Island during 1925 and 1926 re- 
members Don Taylor and Joe Inglish. 
Put in your requests for Haiti now boys, 
for they are down here. Don is a regu- 
lar Lon Chaney now and Joe Inglish 
doubles for him when he (Don) is asleep. 
I’ve got to get even with them somehow 
for wishing the “Mickey” on me. 


We are all standing by down here 
hoping that we can get to China. The 
Nitro stood in the other day and many 
a wistful eye watched her departure. 
The reason? She had a hundred Ma- 
rines aboard enroute to the Celestial 
Empire. The First Brigade wishes the 
China outfit “bon” luck and only hope 
that they can get there before the show’s 
over. 


John Rogers and Merle Sidney Smith 
are “Looten- 
ants” now, in 
the Gendar- 
merie d’Haiti. 
Those of you 
that do not 
recall them, 
hark back a 
few years, say 
about two, 
and see if you 
sanremember 
the tall thin 
chap who 
was usually 
gracefully 
draped 
around a 
typewriter in 
the Post Ser- 
geant Ma- 
jor’s office on 
P. I. That’s 
Smith; what 
you thought 
was his sha- 
dow, was 
Rogers. 

Well this is 
about all we 
can think of 
right now, If 
his gets in 
Print we'll 
Send Some 
more along 
for next is- 
Sue. If it 
doesn’t it 
won’t make 


NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICERS 
BALL A BRILLIANT SOCIAL 
EVENT 
The Grand Hotel de Pekin, which justly 
claims the proud name of being the fin- 
est Hostelry East of Suez, was the scene 
of one of the most brilliant affairs of the 
social season in the Chinese Capital on 
the night of February 17, 1927, when 
the noncommissioned officers of the Ma- 
rine Detachment which constitutes the 
American Legation Guard at Peking, 

gave their annua! ball. 

The spacious ball room of the Grand 
Hotel presented a most impressive and 
colorful picture with uniforms of many 
nations, beautiful gowns, lovely ladies, 
elaborate floral decorations, gay carnival 
decorations, brilliant electrical effects 
and Oriental service. 

The spirit of the occasion was as fes- 
tive and lively as the scene was colorful 
and bizarre. Dance music was furnished 
by the Marine Detachment Orchestra, 
conceded to be the finest in North China, 
and no living feet can resist their music. 

Special musical numbers were a fea- 
ture of the evening. 

Instrumental selections were rendered 
by Mr. Oroop, Mr. Boder and Mr. Dimi- 
triu, while Mrs. Oroop entertained with 
vocal selections. 

An elaborate buffet supper was served 
and a punch of the kind forbidden by law 
in some parts of the world helped to 
make the confetti and serpentinas fly. 

The entertainment committee of the N 
C. O.’s Club was showered with compli- 


any differ- 
ence anyhow. 
Bon j our 
garcons. Qui 
gugui sa? 


Seventeen 


ments on the success of the ball by the 
large number of guests present. The 
members of the committee were: 

1st Sgt. J. J. Jordan, Gy. Sgt. M. Huff, 
Set. L. Bogart, Cpl. Gi W. Rae. 

Mrs. Chas. F. B. Price, wife of Major 
Price, and Mrs. C. H. Brown, wife of 
Captain Brown, were the hostesses, and 
were presented by the N. C. O.’s Club 
with beautiful bouquets of roses. 


MARINES TAKE PROMINENT PART 
IN BATTLE FLEET MATCH 

The annual Battle Fleet Rifle Match 
was won by the team from the U. S. S. 
“New Mexico” at Guantanamo Bay, 
Cuba, on April 16, 1927. The “New 
Mexico” was awarded the Department 
Trophy for excellency in small arms fir- 
ing for the year of 1927. There were 
fourteen teams competing and the match 
was fired over Course “C” (Navy expert 
course). The names of the members of 
the “New Mexico” team together with 
their scores is as follows: 

Captain W. W. Ashurst, U. S. M. C., 
Team Captain. 

1, PFC. Karl K. Louther, U. S. M. C., 
235; 2,.Ens. Jack P. deShaze, U. S. N., 
234; 3, Cox. Alexif McKinney, U. S. N., 
232; 4, Gy. Sgt. Jack A. Stone, U. S. M. 
C., 230; 5, Ens. Seth A. Shepard, U. S. 
N., 226; 6, Sgt. Harvey R. King, U. S. 
M. C., 221; 7, Pvt. Joy J. Laughlin, U. S. 
M. C., 218; 8, Pvt. Edward B. Simmons, 
U. S. M. C., 217. Team total, 1813. 

Alternates: Ensign Wilfred O. Blinn, 
U.S.N.; PFC. Victor Hessler, U.S.M.C. 


FULL MARINE BAND WITH LEADER WILLIAM H. SANTELMANN. 
Mr. Santelmann retired on April 30, and was succeeded by the present Leader, Taylor Branson. 
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The following are the scores made by 
the teams: 

New Mexico, 1813; California, 1776; 
Arizona, 1758; Colorado, 1757; Pennsyl- 
vania, 1746; Mississippi, 1736; Idaho, 
1724; Maryland, 1701; West Virginia, 
1692; Destroyer Squadron 11, 1691; Okla- 
homa, 1686; Destroyer Squadron 12, 
1672; Neveda, 1644; Train Squadron 
Two, 1609. 


SUCH IS LIFE IN THE WAR-TORN 
CITY OF MASAYA 
With the 43rd Company 

Dunlap says he knows where he can 
get a dozen oranges for a large tomato 
can. He went out the other day to make 
a purchase and they had only a half 
dozen, so they gave him a small tomato 
can in change. 


Nothing new to report as regards the 
conditions of the 43rd Company, 5th 
Regiment, formerly the “Sesqui” Com- 
pany, now engaged in occupying the 
town of Masaya, Nicaragua. Everything 

: woing on as usual, and the change of 

scenery, from Philly to this land of lakes 
and volcanos, dogs and buzzards, scor- 
pions and dust, blistering sun and south- 
ern cross, has been enjoyed by all. The 
officers and noncommissioned officers, 
with a few additions and replacements 
of short-timers, are those who served in 
this company at Philly, and the replace- 
ment of recruits from Parris Island has 
been absorbed in the squad formation 
that has existed for months. All hands 
are in good health. Lill and Lawler, our 
two fighters, are training regularly, and, 
as always, ready to meet all comers. 


CHATS FROM CHELSEA 


Sergeant Land, who recently unsuc- 
cessfully disputed the right of way with 
an automobile on Broadway, which re- 
sulted in his spending a few days in the 
quiet room of Ward C, was returned to 
duty almost as good as new, and with 
decided views as to the rights of auto- 
mobiles versus pedestrians on public 
streets. Land was returned to duty in 
time to participate in a mob scene en- 
acted at the entrance of the Main Gate 
when a slightly inebriated individual 
driving a Ford sedan tried unsuccessfully 
to force his way through a number of 
automobiles that blocked his passage. 
This misguided youth inflicted much 
damage on the bodies of several auto- 
mobiles in a few exciting moments be- 
fore he could be stopped. Upon being 
halted the irate victims of his mad 
maneuvers were bent on inflicting sum- 
mary punishment on his person when 
Sergeant Land, accompanied by Private 
Johnson, rushed into the street where 
they rescued him and took him to the 
sentry box for safe keeping until the 
Chelsea police arrived and placed him 
under arrest. He was charged with in- 
toxication and other high crimes and 
misdemeanors against the peace and dig- 
nity of the commonwealth of Massa- 
chusetts. 


Ghosts of Ancient Mariners, who re- 
pose in peace within the old cemetery 
adjacent to the hospital, are hereby 
warned to remain within the confines of 
the cemetery proper at such times as 


THE I£ATHERNECK 


Private Behm patrols Post No. 2, or 
suffer such dire punishment as he may 
inflict on the spur of the moment. Ac- 
cording to Private Jennings, Behm pa- 
trols that section of his post with his 
trusty pistol in his right hand ready for 
action. Corporal McLaughlin is au- 
thority for the statement that Behm was 
on one occasion known to patrol that 
post while wearing a pair of baseball 
shoes. Whether this has any significance 
is unknown; however, it is possible that 
Behm figures that in case the Colt fails 
to function it is well to have an extra 
anchor to windward for cases of emer- 
gency. 


A short time ago the fire-alarm located 
in the nurse’s quarters broke the fore- 
noon siesta of the husky sons of the 
deep, alias marines, who responded with 
alacrity to the aid of the sisters of the 
service quartered on the floor below. 
Fire-hose and extinguishers were pro- 
cured and all hands assembled at the 
door leading to “No Man’s Land” on the 
second floor. 


Here they were stopped by a locked 
door. Not to be daunted they proceeded 
below to the main entrance where they 
halted temporarily to get their bearings. 
In interrogating one of the nurses as to 
the location of the fire or the cause of 
the alarm, they were informed that the 
Commanding Officer was inspecting the 
alarm. The nurse, evidently new to the 
navy, and possibly impressed with the 
service stripes and portly demeanor of 
the “top kick,” informed the C. O., that 
the Chief of Police was outside on the 
job and wished to know what it was all 
about. The C. O., thinking he had in 
some manner rung in the Chelsea fire 
alarm by mistake, came outside to see if 
it was a case of going to jail or one re- 
quiring diplomatic action. In discover- 
ing the marines assembled enmasse and 
ready for any emergency that might 
arise he complimented the gang on their 
prompt response to the scene of action 
and gave the order to secure. 


Ex-private Meeks, who was recently 
discharged, was a visitor here today. It 
seems that Meek’s was not wholly suc- 
cessful in making his escape to “Cana- 
daw” upon receiving that much coveted 
discharge. He started all right, but 
having an engagement with a charming 
young lady and a minister at Lynn, he 
decided to stop there where he and Mrs. 
Meeks will make their home. Congratu- 
lations Meeks, we did not think it was 
in you, especially with the new Oasis 
about to open to the public in Ontario 
soon. 


JOSEPH A. DRISCOLL, FORMER MA- 
RINE, DIES IN LONDON 


Word has been received that former 
Quartermaster Sergeant Joseph A. Dris- 
coll died March 24, 1927, in the American 
Hospital in London, following an opera- 
tion. His death will be a great loss to 
his many friends in and out of the Ma- 
rine Corps. 


Driscoll was connected for some years 
with the United States Shipping Board, 
Bush House, Aldwych, London. Readers 
of The Leatherneck will remember him 
as the author of one of a series of inter- 
esting stories entitled “Marines As Dip- 
lomatic Couriers.” 
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MARINE CORPS LOSES DISTIN- 
GUISHED OFFICER 


Captain Nelson Had Brilliant Record 


Captain Robert Lewis Nelson, U. §, 
Marine Corps, enrolled May 23, 1917, 
as a second lieutenant in the Marine 
Corps Reserve and was assigned to ac- 
tive service 28 May, 1917, and ordered 
to the Marine Barracks, Parris Island, 
S. C., reporting at that place on 4 June, 
1917, for duty and instruction. On July 
20, 1917, he joined the Marine Barracks, 
Quantico, Va., and on September 11, 1917, 
he was disenrolled as a second lieutenant 
in the Marine Corps Reserve to accept 
appointment as second lieutenant in the 
regular Marine Corps, having been ap- 
pointed a second lieutenant in the regu- 
lar Marine Corps 29 August, 1917. He 
accepted the appointment September 11, 
1917, at Quantico, Va. 

On October 3, 1917, he was detailed 
as Aid-de-Camp to Brigadier General 
John A. Lejeune, U. S. Marine Corps, 
then commanding the Marine Barracks, 
Quantico, Va. On October 18th, 1917, 
he was temporarily appointed a First 
Lieutenant to rank from August 16, 1917. 

On May 24, 1918, he was detached to 
foreign shore expeditionary service in 
France and detailed on the staff of 
Brigadier General John A. Lejeune to 
continue duties as Aide-de-Camp. He 
embarked on the U. S. S. “Henderson” 
on May 25, 1918, and sailed from New 
York, N. Y., May 27, 1918, for France, 
arriving at Brest June 8, 1918, disem- 
barking the same date, and reporting to 
the Commanding General, A. E. F., on 
June 13, 1918. He was at the front from 
June 19, 1918, to July 4, 1918, with the 
35th Division, and from July 5th to 
July 22nd with the 32nd Division. From 
August 1 to 9, 1918, he was in the 
Nancy Area, in the MARBACHE SEC- 
TOR from August 9th to 20th. Was also 
in the training area COLOMBEY-les- 
BELLS from August 20th to September 
3rd, 1918; in FRANCHEVILLE area 
from September 3rd to 10th, 1918. 

On September 6, 1918, he was tem- 
porarily promoted Captain. On Septem- 
ber 12, 1918, he participated in the 
MEUSE-ARGONNE OFFENSIVE 
(Champagne) until September 16, 1918. 
From November 1 to 11, 1918, he par- 
ticipated in the MEUSE-ARGONNE 
OFFENSIVE (Argonne Forest) as Aide- 
de-Camp. From November 17 to De- 
cember 13, 1918, participated in the 
March to the RHINE RIVER by way 
of Belgium and Luxenburg. 

On December 28, 1918, he was awarded 
CROIX de GUERRE for bravery. On 
April 19, 1919, he was awarded the U. 8S. 
Army Citation certificate by the Com- 
manding General, American Expedition- 
ary Forces for “Exceptionally meritori- 
ous and conspicuous service as Aide-de- 
Camp to the Commanding General of 
the 2nd Division, A. E. F. 

He sailed from Brest, France, July 25, 
1919, arriving at New York, N. Y., Au- 
gust 3, 1919, and joined Headquarters 
Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., on 
August 11, 1919. On September 10th, 
1919, he was detached to the Marine Bar- 
racks. Norfolk, Va., and joined that sta- 
tion September 11, 1919. 

On March 27, 1920, he joined the Ma- 
rine Barracks, Naval Operating Base, 
Hampton Roads, Va., for duty as Assist- 
ant to the Officer in Charge of Courts 
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and Boards. On March 22, 1921, he 
was appointed a Captain (permanent ap- 
pointment). 

Captain Nelson also served on board 
the U. S. S. “Florida,” joining that ves- 
sel on September 1, 1922. 

On March 6, 1924, he was ordered to 
duty on board the U. S. S. “Lardner” as 
Commanding Officer, Marine Corps land- 
ing force, at La Ceiba, Honduras, 
protecting lives and property during the 
battle of the red and blue forces from 
March 6 to 16, 1924. 

On February 1, 1927, he was sick in 
the Naval Hospital, Portsmouth, N. H., 
until April 13, 1927. He died in the 
Naval Hospital, Portsmouth, N. H., on 
April 13, 1927. Captain Nelson was 
buried in Portsmouth, Virginia, with full 
Masonic honors. 


HEADQUARTERS NEWS 


The Muster Roll Division was in an 
awful mix while their Chief was away. 
It seems like Giles got mixed up with 
Mix and Hyatt tried to fix things but 
only succeeded in being dragged into the 
mix, and now they are in a fine fix. It 
is the first time that any one had ever 
succeeded in getting Giles mixed up. But 
Mix can mix up any one or anything. 

It was rumored around the A. & I. 
that Hyatt had proposed to one of the 
young ladies in the department, but one 
day a big six foot he man walked in the 
room and Shaughnessy jumped up and 
threw her arms around his neck and 
gave him a big slobber of a kiss, that 
sounded like pulling your foot out of 
the mud, and since then Hyatt says he 
is off all women. 

If you don’t think Hyatt can write 
poetry ask Miss Jones. 

One of the young ladies of the Muster 
Roll Division planted some onions in 
her garden the other day and some one 
informed her that they should be planted 
upside down. Well, she went to the 
trouble to pull them all out and reverse 
the planting. Never mind, Ann, you will 
be a farmer yet. 

We heard Myers made a date to take 
one of the young ladies of the depart- 
ment out horse back riding one Sunday 
morning. Before he met her the horse 
broke loose and ran away from him. We 
would advise you to take her to Glen 
Echo on the Merry-go-round where the 
horses can’t run away. It is also less 
expensive. 

All the golfers of Headquarters are 
preparing for the big Departmental 
Tournament to be held the 2nd and 3rd 
of June at the Manor Country Club. 
From two to three foursomes will com- 
pete for the Mellon Trophy and there 
will be quite a few individual prizes. 
The A. & I. will be represented by Bill 
Brigham, Noble Wilson, Roy Dunavent 
and George Morris. The Pay Depart- 
ment will have Red Richardson, Joe 
Ayres and Thomas Blankenship. Charlie 
Sutphin will be the only representative 
of the Quartermaster Department. 

Now that the bowling season has 
closed, Freddie Moore has started to 
learn to mow the grass. Noble Wilson 
had him out on the East Potomac Park 
Golf Links the other day. Freddie will 
make a good golfer according to Noble, 
because he knows quite a few cuss words. 

Sergeant Carley shipped over the 
other day and immediately stepped out 
m a nice new Nash Coach. You just 


can’t hold that boy down. More power 
to you, Tommie. 

Sharpnack is bewailing the H. C. L., 
and the small pay of a private first 
class. He has some new arrivals at his 
Virginia Estate. They are Pekingese 
and it is doing very nicely. 

Charlie Hunter has been acting chief 
of the Muster Roll Division during the 
absence of Bob O’Toole, and has handled 
the job very efficiently. 

Sergeant Guy Williams who has been 
sick in the Naval Hospital since No- 
vember is back on the job and looks very 
well. Glad to see you back, Guy, and 
hope you stay away from those hospitals 
in the future. We are all pulling for 
you to get those “fiddle” fingers back 
in shape, too. 

Thompson of the Muster Roll Division 
was called home the other day owing to 
death in his wife’s family. We extend 
our deepest sympathy. 

Now that the A. & I. Inspections have 
started, McCabe has his hands full. Since 
Major D. M. Randall and Q. M. Clerk 
B. D. Goodwin left for China with the 
38rd Brigade, Chief Q. M. Clerk Hastings 
has taken charge of the Reserves. How- 
ever, Sergeant “Patrick Timothy” Jacobs 
and Crowley continue to administer to 
the needs and wants of the Reservists. 


Archie Moore caught about forty 
pounds of fish the other day and after 
waiting a couple of hours for some of 
his friends to come around and help him 
eat them he had to call in all the neigh- 
bors. He brought some of them to the 
office Monday morning and they sure 
were good. 


Mrs. Arlen K. Mix joined the Strength 
and Distribution Section, A. & I. De- 
partment, in April and enjoys her work 
very much. We all join in greeting her 
and hope her stay with us will be long 
and pleasant. 

While everybody misses Maude Atwill, 
who managed Chris Bartley on the 
“bonus” work, we must admit that Helen 
LeClair is fitting in nicely and Chris is 
bossing the abbmeviated section very 
nicely, thank you. So, if you haven’t 
applied for your adjusted compensation, 
“see Chris and know better.” 

Did you know Esther Leavitt (nee 
Esther Davidson, the girl from Duluth), 
is back with us; after deserting our so- 
ciety for two or three months and work- 
ing in the Navy she had to come back 
to the Marine Corps, and at her old 
désk. 

Mrs. Furniss was passing out some 
candy the other day, that “came clean 
from Michigan,” and though it pains us, 
we must admit that it was good. 

Spring is here, and as usual “Old man 
Charlie Browne” is home swinging the 
paint brush; how that boy does love to 
paint. 

Have you seen Chris Bartley’s 4:30 
caller? If not, just watch the clock and 
her comer. 

Fay is running us color-blind with her 
rainbow-colored felt hats; she dashes 
off a hat like Hyatt dashes off poetry— 
just like that. 

Wee Winnie Winsome Winkle Bran- 
non was limping again the other day. 
She says it isn’t old age, we don’t be- 
lieve she has taken up horseback riding, 
and her Buick is far too polite to kick 
her in the—“limb.” 

Bill Ramberg is the proudest guy in 
nineteen countries since he was notified 


Nineteen 


that he had satisfactorily qualified for a 
commission in the Marine Corps Re- 
serve in case of War. Says Bill, “bring 
on your war and see me dress up.” 

Tommie Burtel was a visitor from New 
York last week and is a proud daddy. 
This started us to cogitating about the 
Enlistment Section, where he used to 
work; George Benson and George Morris 
had a similar fortune (or “was it?”) be- 
fall them recently and “Jake” who left 
that outfit for the Reserve a few months 
ago, has a youngster of which he is 
most proud. 


The bowling season is over in both the 
Men’s and Girls’ Leagues; the prize 
money has been paid and spent; Red 
Richardson was “Champ” in the men’s 
circuit and Fay Morgenstein in the girls’ 
outfit. The Disbursing and the Semper 
Fidelis teams came under the wire first, 
the two organizations copping the gold 
and the privilege of having their teams 
name engraved on the beautiful trophies 
given to the two leagues for annual 
competition. 

We had a flying visit from Colonel 
Beadle, who was up for a few days from 
Parris Island. 


And did you see Leather-Lung Becker 
sporting three stripes on his lady-like 
arms? Yes, indeed, call me Sergeant, 
if you please. He may be far away 
from us, but memories of his dear sweet 
voice? ??? remain with us like the re- 
freshing odor of garlic or spring onions. 

Waldo Foster is winding up one four- 
year cruise, and getting set for another 
one. This makes 19 straight for Waldo; 
he’s not in Charlie Browne’s class, but 
he’s coming close, one year at a time. 

Mackey don’t think much of Edith 
Brown’s tennis game this year; guess 
it’s because his racquet is too high- 
strung; anyway he’s been on the little 
end of the score twice now. 

Lucy Burner did a Gertrude Ederle 
down the concrete steps of her garage, 
and has been limping around in band- 
ages around her ankles and thereabouts. 
Next time she’ll look before she leaps, 
we think. 

Wayne Leavitt almost packed up and 
left us for the West the other day; but 
he relented and he and Esther are with 
us, we hope now, for a long time. 

No news from China, but reckon Burns 
Goodwin is enjoying his long trips; and 
we know it suits Major Randall to a “T.” 

If Chris Bartley don’t return that book 
to Kann’s Circulating Library soon the 
morals of Headquarters will be soon cor- 
rupted; when can we get it, Chris? 


DIV. 1, VF SQUADRON 1, LEADS IN 
FIGURE OF MERIT 
To Div. 1, VF Squadron 1, of the East 
Coast Expeditionary Force, goes the 
honor of having lead all organizations in 
the athletic tests of March, 1927. The 
standing and figure of merit of the first 
five organizations are given below: 
1. Div. 1, VF Squadron 1 
3. Brigade Hdq. and Hdq. Co., 
Port au Prince 84.3 
. Headquarters Battery, Tenth 
Regt., Quantico 
. Keyport, Washington 
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COLORADO MARINES WIN 
ALL-NAVY ROWING TROPHY 


Whaleboat Crew Wins in Battle and 
Scouting Fleet Meet 


By Thornton K. Burdett 

At seven-twenty on the morning of 
April 14th during the All-Navy regatta 
held between the Battle and Scouting 
Fleets at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, the 
Marine whaleboat crew of the U. S. S. 
“Colorado” started down the mile and a 
half course to victory, helping to win 
the All-Navy rowing supremacy trophy 
for the “Colorado” and upholding her 
name as the rowing ship of the Navy. 
The marines’ victory aided the “Colo- 
rado” in establishing a record for the 
Navy. 

The whaleboat crew of the U. S. S. 
“Seattle,” representing the Scouting 
Fleet, and those of the “West Virginia,” 
“Maryland” and “Colorado” of the Bat- 
tle Fleet pulled to the starting line be- 
tween the two rows of battleships and 
awaited the gun. A puff of smoke and 
they were off, the “Colorado” a little 
behind. The “Maryland” huskies set a 
hot pace with the “Seattle” and “West 
Virginia” hanging grimly on at her heels 
and the “Colorado” gradually creeping 
up. 

At the first half mile stake boats the 
“Colorado” crew quickened their smooth, 
powerful stroke and crept up even with 
the leaders. From there to the mile the 
four crews raced neck and neck neither 
gaining nor losing. On the home stretch 
the “Colorado” edged ahead and the 
“West Virginia” caught the fighting 
“Maryland.” The “Seattle” pulling a 
short, fast stroke, came up also. The 
“Maryland” and “West Virginia” cox- 
wains called upon their crews for all 
they had but were unable to hold with 
the driving power of the “Colorado” who 
forged ahead and crossed the finishing 
line over a boat length ahead of the 


Marine Whaleboat Crew, U.S.S. Colorado. 


“West Virginia” who had managed to 
shake the “Maryland.” The “Seattle” 
put on a burst of speed and crossed 
just ahead of the “Maryland.” 


The “Colorado” Marine guard are the 
possessors of both the Challenge trophy 
and the All-Navy cup as well as con- 
tributing ten points out of twenty-five 
for the All-Navy rowing supremacy 
traphy. Although they are losing sev- 
eral of their most valuable oarsmen in 
New York, they hope to replace them 
with new material in time to give the 
Battle Fleet a good race for the Chal- 
lenge trophy again. 


The “Colorado’s” All-Navy crew con- 
sisted of Sergeant A. W. Taylor, cox- 
swain and coach; F. E. Griffith, stroke 
and coach; T. K. Burdett, off stroke; 
G. D. Cleavenger, R. J. Street, V. A. 
Ritters, R. C. Burns, B. P. Ismay, B. F. 
Quinn, L. F. Brandius, D. R. Willis, V. B. 
Walezak, and P. R. Iman. Sergeant 
Taylor pulled an oar for the U. S. S. 
“Mississippi” in 1920, but since then he 
has had nothing to do with boats until 
he took the “Colorado” tiller and swept 
her crew through to victory in both the 
Battle Fleet elimination and All-Navy 
races. The rest are veteran oarsmen ex- 
cept Street, Walczak, and Ritters, who 
proved themselves to be very valuable 
additions. 


At the bottom of this page is a pic- 
ture of the victorious whale-boat crew 
with the coveted Challenge Trophy and 
the All-Navy Cup. The photograph was 
taken and submitted by the author of 
this article, T. K. Burdett. 


Standing, from left to right: V. A. 
Ritter, G. D. Cleavenger, V. B. Walczak, 
T. K. Burdett, off stroke; L. F. Brandius, 
D. R. Willis, F. E. Griffith, stroke and 
coach, and P. R. Iman. Seated, from left 
to right: R. J. Street, R. C. Burns, A. W. 
Taylor, coxswain and coach; Captain Roy 
C. Swink, commanding Marine detach- 
ment; B. P. Ismay and B. F. Quinn. 


All Navy Champions of 1927.—Photo by T. K. Burdett. 
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REVIEW OF MARINE ATHLETIC 
ACTIVITIES IN CHINA 


Track and Field, Soccer, Bowling and 
Basketball 


By Leslie S. Murphy 

TRACK: The annual Navy Day cele- 
bration, the inter-company track meet, 
was held with the usual zeal by the ath- 
letes at this Post. Each of the four 
companies was represented by a team, 
the 39th Company winning the meet and 
Hitchcock cup for the year. To add in- 
terest to the meet, a strenuous tug-of- 
war was participated in by the four com- 
panies. The Headquarters Detachment 
and 39th Company combined to pull the 
Casual Company and the 38th, resulting 
in ‘the Casual and 38th Company team 
winning the first two pulls. 

At the conclusion of the Day, the 
Privates played the traditional game of 
Donkey Polo with the NCO’s. The teams 
were mounted on lazy donkeys and armed 
with brooms, using a basket-ball for the 
polo ball. The whole thing is a farce, 
the rider inadvertently tumbling over 
the head of his mount every time he 
makes a pass at the ball. There can be 
no thought of the donkey not shying 
during the time he is in action; for 
donkeys are somehow made that way. 
The Privates won the polo game for the 
year, scoring two goals to the NCO’s 
one. 

ARMISTICE DAY MEET: To com- 
ply with the best provisions of tradi- 
tion, the Marine Team entered and won 
the International field meet on Armistice 
Day, 1926. 

The final standing of the teams at the 
end of the day was: Marines 45% points, 
British 35 points, Italian 25% points, 
and Japanese, no points. Although the 
Japanese were unsuccessful in winning 
a point, much should be said in con- 
sideration of the spirit in which they 
entered, and the newness of the sports 
to their participants. They have prom- 

ised to enter the meet 

next year with a prac- 
tised team, with a view 
to making our famed 

Marines work hard for 

the cup. 

The events entered in 
were: 1000 Meter Race, 
100 Meter Dash, Throw- 
ing Hand _ Grenade, 
Standing High Jump, 
400 Meter Race, Shot 
Put, Running’ High 
Jump, 800 Meter Relay 
Race, and the final 
event: Tug-of-War. 

Pearson, a Marine, 
broke the previous rec- 
ord of throwing the 
hand grenade by heav- 
ing it 272 feet 7 inches. 

The Marines consti- 
tuting the relay team 
were: Kirby, Dickerson, 
Lantz and Bare. By 
winning event 
alone we chalked up 8 
points. Fate befell us 
however, on the Tug- 
of-War; when the 
trained Italian team 

| easily won first, the 

Marines second and the 

British third. 
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The Marines who individually and col- 
lectively brought points to the team 
were: Pearson 11, Kirby 10, Dickerson 
4, Bare 3, Brownell 2, Ross 1, Sidner 1, 
Lantz 1, and Hagman %. 

SOCCER: After the Armistice Day 
meet, in which the Italian Legation was 
gallantly represented, the Italian Guard 
challenged the Marines to a series of 
soccer-football games. The Marines, to 
show the right spirit in sportsmanship, 
accepted. The game being quite new to 
the Marines and very well perfected by 
the Italians, resulted in a loss of every 
game for the Marines. 

During the season, a schedule was 
arranged to play the various Chinese 
college teams. The games resulted in 
very little suecess. Although the season 
as a whole ended disparagingly for the 
Marines, it is believed that the Marines 
have profited by their experience and 
have promised to make a better showing 
next year. 

BOWLING: Company teams from 
each of the four organizations at this 
post entered in the inter-company 
tournament which commenced on 9 De- 
cember, 1926. A thirty-game schedule 
was arranged by the Post Athletic Offi- 
cer to be played on the Post Exchange 
bowling alleys. At the final of the series, 
the 39th Company was first, 38th second, 
Casual Company No. 1 third, and Head- 
quarters Detachment fourth. This was 
the first bowling tournament held here 
in a number of years. 

After the company series, a team was 
selected to play the various institutions 
in Peking, such as the Peking Union 
Medical College, Business Mens’ Club, 
Chinese Y. M. C. A., ete. 

The tournament lasted for over two 
months, and was ended on the 26th of 
March, when the Marines beat the Pek- 
ing Union Medical College for the final 
championship. 

The standing of the teams on total 
pins for the seven 


to win the cup back from the 15th 
Infantry at Tientsin. This was at- 
tained; although by a hair’s breadth and 
in the final game. For the past three 
years, the 15th Infantry and the Ameri- 
can Legation Guard have fought bitterly 
for the cup; always to a final game, and 
ultimately resulting in the Army win- 
ning the series, and incidentally the cup. 


This year the wind changed, the tide 
turned, and the cup came rolling home. 
The men comprising the Marine team 
this year have been playing together for 
the last two seasons; which is the psy- 
chological reason for their individual 
cleverness and their unparalleled team- 
work. 


The cup was presented to the teams 
of the 15th Infantry at Tientsin, and 
the American Legation Guard at Peking 
for the purpose of creating a keen com- 
petitive spirit of clean sportsmanship 
and the general developing of mind, 
body and morale. It has not defeated its 
purpose. The games of basketball are 
reviewed with the same keen interest as 
the Quantico Marines watch an Army- 
Marine football game. 


In preparation for the regular series 
with the Army, the Marines carry on 
practice with the various teams from 
Chinese Colleges and Universities in 
the city of Peking. This season resulted 
in winning the majority of practice 
games, but regretfully sustaining a few 
losses. This was not to mourn over, for 
when the team won the series with the 
Army, our bitterest opponents, all previ- 
ous. short-comings were overlooked. 
Moreover, the games won by the Ma- 
rines from the Chinese teams was far in 
excess of the games lost, which isn’t so 
bad when it is considered that the cup 
was won from the Army by a difference 
of one game. 
scores to determine the champions, the 


If, in the computing of © 


Twenty-one 


total scores were added, it would not 
have been necessary to play the last 
game. 


The first game of the series was played 
at Tientsin on the 15th of January, 1927. 
The strong Marine team, under the 
handicap of traveling to Tientsin and 
playing on an indoor court, suffered de- 
feat with a score of 32-27. 


The next game, played at Peking, re- 
sulted in an overwhelming victory for 
the Marines. Never before had the team 
scored so mechanically as they did in 
that game. The final score was 17-55. 


The third game, played at Tientsin, 
was the first time in a number of years 
that the Marines have been able to beat 
the Army on their own floor. It was a 
closely contested game, it. being uncer- 
tain who the victors would be until the 
whistle blew at the end of the game. 
The whistle stopped the game when the 
score was 29-31. 


The Army turned tables in the fourth 
game by coming out successfully with a 
score of 19-21. Like the previous game 
played at Tientsin, this game was any- 
body’s game until the sounding of the 
whistle. The Marines started out glori- 
ously, but became overconfident at being 
on the winning side of a 6-12 score at 
the end of the first half. They weak- 
ened, and lost the game to the Army. 


In the fifth game, both teams strength- 
ened and settled down to hard playing. 
All during the game the outcome was 
uncertain, each team succeeding the op- 
posing team in scoring a goal. The Ma- 
rines declared a bit of hard luck when 
the total score was announced as 22-19. 


The sixth game was a farce. Each 
team had lost a star player. Swapp, of 
the Marine team, turned in to the hos- 
pital only two days before the game. 

Continued on page 43 


matches is as follows: 
U. S. M. C., 14,729; 
Business Men, 14,429; 
P. U. M. C,, 14,060; 
Holy Rollers, 13,555; 
T’sai Shang, 13,523; Y. 
M. C. A., 13,411; Chi- 
nese Community, 12,- 
979; Methodists, 12,208. 
A schedule is now 
being arranged to play 
another tournament for 
the Individual Cup. 
Alexander, having been 
2nd-high man in indi- 
vidual averages, is 
picked for a winner. 
Pearson also has a 
good chance to win. 
The Marines who 
participated were: 
Alexander, Pearson, 
Strah, Stefanik and 
Kuntz. 
BASKETBALL: This 
month winds up the 
chain of basketball vic- 
tories for the Ameri- 
ean Legation Guard at 
Peking. The team at 
times has suffered de- 
feat; only to learn by 
experience, and 
strengthen by having 


learned. The para- 
mount objective was 
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Part of Marine Detachment, U. S. S. Tulsa, on Landing Force at Puerta Cabezas, Nicaragua. ae 


MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 
Mr. Kar! K. Lations, Division Vice- 
Commandant of the New England Di- 
vision, rendered the following report to 
the National Paymaster. 


Worcester, Mass., 
April 28, 1927. 
Dear Friend Beeg: 

Don’t think that I have been sleeping 
because I haven’t written you more fre- 
quently, but at last I have some news. 
I have appointed Major Joseph D. Mur- 
ray, U. S. M. C., of Boston, Mass., as 
my Chief-of-Staff for the New England 
Division. He has already started the 
ball rolling by informing me that Ports- 
mouth, N. H., had a preliminary meeting 
the other night and are planning to have 
an organization meeting May 5th. Only 
a previous engagement of long standing 
keeps me from attending, but I believe 
this will be the start of a good detach- 
ment. We are going to fully organize 
our division with a line of officers, and 
this stimulates interest and gives all the 
detachments an active insight to the 
working of the national. 

We are planning now just as soon as 
we get a couple more detachments lined 
up to have a New England outing on an 
island just outside of Boston, the island 
and boats being provided free by the city 
of Boston. This is being worked on by 
Major Murray. 

Pittsfield reports that they are going 
along good and they have been invited 
by the Mohawk crowd to a time in 
Albany. 

Work has been progressing in Spring- 
field and it won’t be long now. Woon- 
socket has not responded. 

Worcester has a meeting tonight to 
talk over means of raising money for 
Belleau Wood Fund and convention 
plans. We expect to have at least 25 
men attend the Erie Convention. 

All for now, will report later. 

Sincerely yours, 
W. KARL LATIONS. 


NORTH CENTRAL DIVISION 

Mr. Dana has.informed national! head- 
quarters that he is going after the mem- 
bers of the Omaha Detachment and get 
them back into the organization ques- 
tion. He added that he is after every 
detachment of his division to increase 
their membership. 


MARINES HELPING 

Cape Haitien Marines sent a check in 
the amount of $70.75 for the Belleau 
Wood Memorial Fund. Those at Port au 
Prince sent $336.25, those at Yorktown, 
Virginia, $35.42, and those at Observa- 
tion Squadron Two, ‘Port au Prince, 
Haiti, sent $52.75. 


SIMON PURES PRODUCE 
BIG CROP OF THRILLS 


Fans Vote Marine Legion Card One of 
the Best Ever Witnessed—Cannal 
Brothers Added to Laurels 


The wild cauliflower sprouted in copi- 
ous quantities in the fertile resin of the 
Rayen-Wood ring last night to provide 
an enthusiastic gathering of cash cus- 
tomers with a delectable treat of punch- 
ing. 

It was the second round of the Ma- 
rine Corps Legion’s valley-wide amateur 
boxing tournament. And anyone who 
didn’t concede that he received bargain 
value for the tariff he turned in at the 
box office would grumble if Muscle 
Shoals wasn’t turned over to him for a 
prehistoric beer check. Eleven bouts 
were presented and each and every setto 
produced a pair of action performers. 


Amateur Tourney Results 


Jimmy Scarpine, Champion Billiards, 
defeated Paul Petracca, Eagles, three 
rounds, 118 pounds. 

Kid Kaplan, Champion Billiards, de- 
feated Frankie Conway, Marines, three 
rounds, 118 pounds. 

Jimmy Cannal, Eagles, defeated Fred 
Dangerfield, Champion Billiards, three 
rounds, 126 pounds. 

Joe Murphy, Champion Billiards, won 
by technical kayo over Joe Allison, Ma- 
rines, in third round, 126 pounds. 

Freddie Moore, Campbell A. C., won 
by technical kayo over Ed. Morley, Gi- 
rard, in first round, 135 pounds. 

Mickey Sherwack, Jack Lord A. C., 
defeated Johnny Hogan, Champion Bil- 
liards, four rounds, 135 pounds. 

Benny Barrett, Marines, defeated 
Duke Sirak, Campbell A. C., three 
rounds, 147 pounds. 

Joe Cannal, Eagles, won by technical 
kayo over Andy Kulich, Campbell A. C., 
in second round, 147 pounds. 

Pickles Donohue, Marines, knocked out 
Jack Dillick, Jack Lord A. C., in first 
round, 160 pounds. 

Steve Stavach, Campbell A. C., 
knocked out Dy Williams, Champion Bil- 
liards, in‘first round, 160 pounds. 

Tom~ Loftus, Champion Billiards, de- 
feated Al Christy, Champion Billiards, 
three rounds, 160 pounds.—Youngstewn 
Daily. 


NICKERSON ACCEPTS 

Mr. Le W. Nickerson, former Com- 
mandant of the Spokane Detachment of 
the Marine Corps League, accepted ap- 
pointment as the Division Officer of the 
Western Division. The National Com- 
mandant appointed him in place of Mr. 
John Greenville-Temple on April 27, 
1927. 


LADIES INTERESTED 

Below is printed a letter from Mrs. 
R. W. Hatton, which is very interesting 
in that it is the first real evidence that 
if we men don’t stick together we are 
sure to lose control of the League. Note 
the statement regarding check. I'll bet 
that part of the letter made the Pay- 
master sore. It did not! 


Salt Lake City, Utah, 
April 18, 1927. 
A. E. Beeg, Paymaster, 
Room 3010, New Navy Bldg., 
Washington, D. C. 
Dear Sir: 

We are enclosing a check for Nine 
Dollars ($9.00) as National Dues for the 
following members from the Auxiliary 
of the Joseph Simmons Wilkes Detach- 
ment, Marine Corps League, Salt Lake 
City, Utah. 

Mrs. Ralph Beaver, Mrs. Joel Black, 
Mrs. P. D. Cornell, Mrs. Walter Hiller, 
Mrs. R. W. Hatton, Mrs. Waldo Lyman, 
Mrs. Ed. Vincent, Mrs. J. M. Sarle, Mrs. 
Fred Sandberg, Jr. 

In a letter written Sept. 13, 1926, by 
J. C. Fegan to Dr. Black, you state you 
will furnish membership cards. We 
should appreciate very much having 
these cards. 

Very truly yours, 
ERMA HATTON, 
Sec’y & Treas. 
2159 Green St., 
Salt Lake City, Utah. 


MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 
PAMPHLET 

The Marine Corps League pamphlet 
will be ready for distribution to all de- 
tachments on May 15th. Detachments 
desiring pamphlets, kindly request them 
from the national paymaster of national 
adjutant. 


CENTRAL DIVISION 


Mr. Winters, the officer in charge of 
the Western Division, has informed na- 
tional headquarters that he will visit 
the Saginaw Detachment and the Bel- 
leau Detachment of Toledo, Ohio, during 
this month. National Headquarters has 
informed him of the status of these de 
tachments, etc. 


MARCUS BECK, JR. 

The Marcus Beck Detachment is very 
much alive and they will be back with 
us again. A long and interesting letter 
was received from Mr. Anderson, the 
Commandant of the detachment, inform- 
ing us of important activities. 

The National Adjutant wrote to Mr. 
Anderson, thanking him on behalf of 
National Headquarters for the assistance 
rendered Mr. Raker and the courtesies 
extended to him by the detachment. 
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LISTEN, BUDDY 


In the last issue of The Leatherneck, 
an article taken from the Youngstown 
newspapers, very much s0, indicated 
that the Colonel Alexander Williams De- 
tachment of the M. C. L. that they are 
out for the 1928 convention. , 

Note that they are now interested in 
the boxing game. As National Pay- 
master of the organization, I feel it in 
my bones more or less that the boys at 
Youngstown are training their members 
to become men of men who can handle 
their dukes. You see that they are in 
pretty good trim. Now look here, they 
had four entries and they won two and 
lost two. Not so bad. Why should we 
even begin to fear them at the national 
convention. 

Oh, yes, Schiebel, the detachment pay- 
master, sent in another member and he 
says “Enclosed is application for one 
more member. Slow, but sure!” Get 
that, buddy. 

Schibel is also assisting Tom Carney, 
the matchmaker, in putting over the big 
event. Yes, Sir, Schiebel signed up Tom 
Carney the first thing he did before en- 
tering the fighting business. 

Well, read on and you shall see what 
happened in Youngstown this month: 


THE DALLAS DETACHMENT 
ENTERTAINS 


Dallas Detachment was host to about 
100 Marines when it entertained Col. 
C. B. Taylor, U. S. M. C., Friday, 
April 29, at a banquet and smoker at 
the Jefferson Hotel. The Marine spirit 
was evident throughout the evening, and 
the boys raised a lot of smoke out of a 
lot of 3-for-50c cigars. Speakers were 
Dr. Wm. E. Hubbert, Lt. Comm., U. S. 
Naval Reserves and president of the 
Navy League; Col. C. B. Taylor and 
Chas. Romick, commandant of Dallas 
Detachment. 


Col. Taylor delivered a very interest- 
ing talk on the Corps, from its very in- 
ception to the activities of the present 
day, citing many deeds of valor by Ma- 
rines, and dwelling at great length on 
the slogan, “Once a Marine, Always a 
Marine,” as well as the Marines’ battle 
ery of “Kill of Be Killed” during the 
World War. His talk was well received 
and favorable comment was given it by 
the local newspapers. Commandant 
Romick spoke on the Marine Corps 
League and the Leatherneck. 

Several new members were signed up 
after the entertainment, and expressions 
elicited by those present indicated that a 
good time was had by all. Commandant 
Romick acted as toastmaster, while to 
our hard-working paymaster, R. W. 
Barkley, went the credit for the success 
of the affair, he having had charge of 
the arrangements. A delegation of about 
twenty Gyrenes from Ft. Worth, headed 
by recruiting Sgt. H. O. Parks, and sev- 
eral other out-of-town Marines were 
present as guests, and before departure 
the Ft. Worth delegation talked about 
reorganizing and resuming further ac- 
tivities in League affairs. 


NATIONAL PAYMASTER TALKS 
By A. E. Beeg 


Belleau Wood 


Captain Charly Dunbeck, our repre- 
sentative at Belleau Wood, reported to 
the National Commandant for instruc- 
tions before leaving for France. Cap- 
tain Dunbeck is sailing from New York 
on the 20th of April. 

Word has been received from the Na- 
tional Chief of Staff that the George 
Budde Detachment of Cincinnati will 
forward a check in the amount of $75.00 
about the Ist of May. This will com- 
plete the payments of the George Budde 
Detachment, therefore allowing the na- 
tional headquarters to issue another cer- 
tificate. 

Contributions were received from the 
following posts: 

Marine Barracks, Naval Mine Depot, 
Yorktown, Va., $35.42. 

Observation Squadron Two, Port au 
Prince, Haiti, $52.75. 

Headquarters, 2nd Regiment, Marines, 
Port au Prince, Haiti, $336.25. 

Marine Barracks, Cape Haitien, Haiti, 
$70.75. 

Detachments are urged to make early 
payments towards their Belleau Wood 
Assessments. The available cash on 
hand should be sent to National Head- 
quarters. 


Erie, Penna. 


The National Judge Advocate, Mr. 
Joseph F. Raker, will visit these detach- 
ments of the Marine Corps League: 
Greensboro, Charlotte, N. C.; Atlanta, 
Ga.; Savannah, Ga.; Miami, Fla.; New 
Orleans, La.; Houston, Texas; Waco, 
Texas; Dallas, Texas; Fort Worth, 
Texas; Los Angeles, Calif.; San Fran- 
cisco, Calif.; Oakland, Calif.; Portland, 
Ore.; Spokane, Wash.; Seattle, Wash.; 
Boston, Mass.; Worcester, Mass.; Albany, 
N. Y.; Bridgeport, Conn.; Syracuse, N. 
Y.; Rochester, N. Y.; Buffalo, N. Y.; 
North Tonawanda, N. Y., and return to 
Erie. Mr. Raker will give the detach- 
ments along the coast the inside story 
about the Marine Corps League conven- 
tion to be held in Erie, on November 
4th and 5th, 1927. 


Mr. Raker reported to the national 
headquarters the 15th of April, and 
visited with the national Adjutant, Ma- 
jor Fegan, the National Paymaster, Mr. 
Beeg, and the National Commandant, 
Major General John A. Lejeune. He also 
called on the Editor of The Leatherneck. 
Mr. Raker took in all the sights about 
the city, and after a three-day stay, he 
proceeded to Quantico, Virginia, where 
he stopped to see the Marine Corps 
Baseball Squad toss it out with St. 
Boneventure’s College. Mr. Raker will 
make his trip along the Atlantic and 
Pacific Coast and will not visit the inland 
detachments. From Seattle, Washing- 
ton, he will proceed to Vancouver and 
will travel along the Canadian border 
until he reaches Maine. 


Detachments will receive several days 
advance notice of Mr. Raker’s arrival 
and any assistance that the detach- 
ments may render him will be appre- 
ciated by national headquarters. Re- 
ports of the meeting held and Mr. Rak- 
er’s attendance would be appreciated by 
National Headquarters. 
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Burley, Idaho 

Mr. Earl W. Moore, formerly a mem- 
ber of the Joseph Simmons Wilkes De- 
tachment of Salt Lake City, has started 
the ball rolling for a detachment in 
Burley. Things look very promising ac- 
cording to all reports received by na- 
tional headquarters. 

Nashville, Tenn. 

Colonel C. B. Taylor, Officer in Charge 
of the Southern Recruiting Division, de- 
livered an address before the members 
of the Johnny Overton Detachment. 
Colonel Taylor spoke on the Marine 
Corps Reserve. 

Spokane, Washington 

Mr. Lloyd W. Nickerson, formerly the 
Commandant of the Spokane Detach- 
ment, has informed the national Com- 
mandant that he will accept the office 
of the Division Vice-Commandant of the 
Western Division. Detachments in that 
Division are advised that they can reach 
Mr. Nickerson by addressing his mail 
to No. 3 Howard Street, Spokane, Wash- 
ington. 

Parris Island, S. C. 

The National Headquarters has been 
informed by Paymaster Sergeant Mag- 
nus R. Dahlsten, U. S. M. C., that Ser- 
geant Gordon Harris has been elected 
the Paymaster of the Captain John Fran- 
cis Burnes Detachment. We -congratu- 
late Sergeant Harris, and we would ap- 
preciate receiving the national dues for 
1927 at an early date. 

Paymaster Sergeant Dahlsten is now 
stationed in the office of the Assistant 
Paymaster’s Deputy, Marine Barracks, 
Cape Haitien, Haiti. 

Portland, Oregon 

Mr. Claude A. Kennedy, the newly 
elected paymaster of the Albert Lin- 
coln Harlow Detachment, has forwarded 
a check in payment of the National 
dues for 18 months. We wish to thank 
Mr. Kennedy and also congratulate him 
upon his election as Detachment Pay- 
master. 

South Bend, Indiana 


Sergeant Albert W. Schein has lined 
up a few ex-marines to organize a de- 
tachment in South Bend. Word has 
been received from the Sergeant that 
there are approximately fifty ex-marines 
in South Bend. They all come out for 
one of the turn outs. We wish the Ser- 
geant luck. The National headquarters 
has furnished him with all the necessary 
material. 

New York, N. Y. 


The largest city has a detachment of 
the Marine Corps League, in fact should 
the New Yorkers not know it, they will 
when the blowout comes off. Kilecommos, 
the detachment live wire Paymaster, 
has requested that he be furnished with 
music of the Marines Hymn and the 
Semper Fidelis March. Sounds like Mr. 
Kilecommos will start recruiting ex-ma- 
rines like they did in 1776. There seems 
to be a deep secret in the blowout, but 
we have found out some of this, and 
that is the New York boys are out for 
their Bealleau Wood quota. 

Waco, Texas 

It appears to me that there must be 
something up in Waco. With Judge 
Stanford as the Commandant the boys 
are sending in additional members. This 
week I received another new member for 
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Waco. Mr. Langston, the detachment 
paymaster, says: 

“We are ordering a dozen League 
caps right away. We will probably use 
them May 30th.” Remember Decora- 
tion Day, every detachment turn out as 
strong as you can. That’s your chance 
for the local community to look you over 
and make the ex-marines on the curb 
wish they were with you. 

Nashville, Tenn. 

Another member from the Nashville 
detachment this week. The Johnny 
Overton Boys are on parade. Word was 
enclosed of the detachments activities 
and we assume that they are very busy, 
even so busy that they can not write a 
line. 

Cleveland, Ohio 

Mr. William Blazeck the paymaster of 
the former Perry Memorial Detachment 
has informed the national headquarters 
that there would be a reorganization 
meeting this month. Further word will 
be published as to the outcome of this 
meeting. 

Salt Lake City, Utah 

A regular contributor to The Leather- 
neck. How I wish that I could get some 
more of the boys of the detachment to 
write me every week or so that I might 
have something to say about them in 
my column. It goes a long ways fel- 
lows. I often wonder what has happened 
to all you former scribes. 

I think that the boys who won the 
membership race between the teams are 
taking a rest and will soon be ready for 
another Dutch Supper. 

Philadelphia, Penna. 

H. L. Buelher, the Adjutant (Pro 
Tempo) of the Major General Littleton 
W. T. Waller Detachment has informed 
the national commandant that the fol- 
lowing named officers have been elected 
by the detachment: Commandant, Cal- 
vin C. Greenwalt; Senior Vice Command- 
ant, Charles-E. Warburton; Junior Vice 
Commandant, Lef J. Christansen; Officer 
of the Day, James McKaig; Officer of 
the Guard, J. B. Greenwalt; Adjutant 
Pro Tempo, H. L. Buehler. 

Sergeant Major J. W. Thorpe, U. S. 
M. C., the organizer of the Waller De- 
tachment, has been transferred to the 
Marine Corps Expeditionary forces in 
China. 

The following is a true copy of a let- 
ter received from the Belleau Wood 
Memorial Association. 

Belleau Wood Memorial Association 
Incorporated by Act of Congress, 
March 3, 1923. 

April 9th, 1927. 
Major General John A. Lejeune, 
Marine Barracks, 
Washington, D. C. 
My dear General Lejeune: 

At a meeting of the General Board of 
the Belleau Wood Memorial Association 
the following resolution was passed: 

RESOLVED, that the thanks of 
the General Board of the Belleau 


Wood Memorial Association are 

hereby extended to the Marine Corps 

League and to Major General John 

A. Lejeune, the National Command- 

ant thereof, for the sum of $2,000 

dollars donated by the League to the 

Association, and also for the dona- 

tion of the services of Captain Dun- 

beck for the ensuing summer. 

We all feel that the work that the 
Marine Corps League is doing is very 
wonderful and a God-send to the organi- 
zation. 

Sincerely yours, 
/s/ MARIE MOORE FORREST. 
Mrs. RANDOLPH KEITH FORREST, 
Secretary. 
Marine Corps League Caps 

During the National Convention at 
Cleveland, Ohio, it was noted that the 
majority of the members attending the 
National Convention wore their Marine 
Corps League caps, which in the opinion 
of the writer was an excellent idea. The 
National Headquarters desires to urge 
the delegates attending National Con- 
ventions to wear their caps. This will 
help the hosts of the convention con- 
siderably. This will excite the local pub- 
lic interest, therefore bringing out the 
news of the national convention. 

Senior Vice Commandant 

The national headquarters has been 
asked who of the Staff of the Division 
Vice-Commandants was the senior. The 
National Headquarters informs all par- 
ties interested that Mr. Milton Solomon 
is the Senior of the Division Vice Com- 
mandants. The reason therefor being 
that Mr. Solomon has served in one of 
the offices of the organization longer 
than any member of the present na- 
tional staff. 

New Lapel Button 

In accordance with the minutes of the 
fourth national convention of the Ma- 
rine Corps League held in Cleveland, 
Ohio, on November 5th and 6th, 1926, 
the national headquarters hereby re- 
vokes that part of the minutes which 
permits the Cleveland Detachment of 
the Marine Corps League to act as a 
committee for the purpose of designing 
a new lapel button. National Head- 
quarters has informed the Commandant 
of that detachment of this decision. 

Marine Corps League Bulletin 

The First issue of the Marine Corps 
League bulletin was published during 
the month of April as number 1. De- 
tachments should retain copies of the 
Bulletin. The bulletin will contain in- 
formation pertaining to Division and the 
detachments. The bulletin will not be 
issued to the individual. The purpose 
of the national headquarters organ is 
to reach the detachments and its mem- 
bers in a more official manner than 
through the typing of many letters to 
each detachment. It is a saving in ex- 
pense to issue the bulletin. The bul- 
letin will in no manner whatsoever con- 
tain information, such as news articles, 
which are now in The Leatherneck. The 


Leatherneck will still be retained as the 
official organ of our organization. The 
bulletin should be read to the detachment 
present at the meeting each month. 


SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH 

1st Sergeant Busch, the paymaster of 
the Joseph Simmons Wilkes Detach- 
ment, sent me a very fine letter the other 
day and I am going to publish this for 
the readers in order that you may see the 
way ist Sergeant Busch and the mem- 
bers feel about it. 

Salt Lake City, Utah, 
April 26th, 1927 
My Dear Beeg: 

Your article appearing in the April is- 
sue of The Leatherneck regarding mem- 
bership drives, etc., was a very good one 
and I believe that each and every de- 
tachment should make a special effort to 
get those 1925 and 1926 members back 
in the fold. We ought to strive to have 
an increase in membership each year and 
not a decrease. 

Each detachment paymaster should 
realize that it is one of his important 
duties to see that all old members sign 
up each year. As a general rule he 
comes in contact with almost all of the 
members and he should take it on him- 
self to make the delinquent members 
get in good standing. 

Your article outlining the duties of 
the National Paymaster gives each read- 
er a good idea of great many details 
that you have to handle, and speaking 
for the Joseph Simmons Wilkes Detach- 
ment of the Marine Corps League, can 
say that you have been very prompt in 
answering all correspondence and fur- 
nishing information that we asked for. 

Your suggestion that detachments ap- 
point two teams to go out and get mem- 
bers is a good one. We tried it in this 
detachment and it went over big, even 
though the losers had to stand the ex- 
pense of a Dutch Lunch. 

In order to get old members back in 
the fold I gave each “Active” member 
a list of names of those ex-marines that 
were members in 1925 and 1926, along 
with their addresses and telephone num- 
bers and I suggested that they get busy 
and bring in these fellows. This scheme 
was the cause of at least ten 1925 and 
1926 members signing up for 1927, and 
we are still working on the balance. As 
a suggestion, all detachment paymasters 
might try this one out and see what re- 
sults they can obtain. It won’t hurt any 
to try it. 

All members of this detachment have 
informed me several times that the Na- 
tional Adjutant and National Paymaster 
are on the job and keeping things run- 
ning smoothly. Of course, I myself 
know what you folks are up against, but 
being good marines you “never say die.” 

Sincerely yours, 
/s/ FRANK R. BUSCH, 
Detachment Paymaster, Joseph Simmons 
Wilkes Detachment, Marine Corps 
League. 
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I may mention to the reader that a 
letter like this certainly is very en- 
couraging to the members of the na- 
tional staff, furthermore I suggest to 
the Readers of this column that they try 
out the Joseph Simmons Wilkes idea of 
membership. As the Paymaster of this 
detachment says, “it won’t hurt to try.” 

I mention here, also, that detachments 
will encounter more than one difficulty 
in endeavoring to raise the membership. 
Should one fail, try another. Send in 
your most successful idea in order to 
help the members and the readers of this 
column increase their membership. One 
good turn deserves another. 

Milwaukee, Wisc. 

The once beer city. That was before 
prohibition became a law. Mr. Hoene, 
the paymaster of that detachment, sent 
in four additional members last month 
and has promised more. This detach- 
ment is using the membership teams 
system and it seems the more detach- 
ments that use this idea, the more re- 
sults we get. The detachment has or- 
ganized a rifle team. This has, accord- 
ing to last reports, aroused much inter- 
est in the detachment. Mr. Hoene in- 
forms us that he made a perfect score. 
That’s what I call being a _ straight 
shooter. In other words, he is hitting 
the bullseye, but he says he has a sore 
arm. 

Dallas, Texas 

Mr. Charles Romick sent in two ad- 
Jitional members for his detachment. 
That’s fine. This detachment started 
very small and is gradually growing. 

Dayton, Ohio 

Sergeant Charles Stahl sent in addi- 
tional members for the Air City Detach- 
ment. Sergeant Stahl is out after the 
ten members to. hold that temporary 
charter. 

Ladies’ Auxiliary 

The Joseph Simmons Wilkes Detach- 
ment is the first detachment of the Ma- 
rine Corps League to have a detachment 
of the Ladies’ Auxiliary for the Marine 
Corps League. Mrs. Erma Hatton is 
the Secretary and Treasurer. The read- 
ers will be glad to learn more of this 
Auxiliary. 

South Charleston, W. Va. 

We always have something from our 
friends of the Rex Lynn Detachment 
down in South Charleston, W. Va. We 
are asked to get in touch with Mr. Paul 
Houston of Fairmont, W. Va. Mr. Hous- 
ton desires to organize a detachment of 
the Marine Corps League in that city. 
Mr. H. F. Swiggard was elected as the 
commandant of the Rex Lynn detach- 
ment for the year. This detachment 
gained five members recently. 

The officers for the Rex Lynn Detach- 
ment are as follows (elected at the meet- 
ing of April 15th, 1927): 

Mr. H. F. Swiggard, Commandant; Mr. 
C. E. Teel, Vice Commandant; Mr. H. 
W. Harm, Vice Commandant; Sgt. Jack 
Tucker, Officer of the Day; 1st Sgt. Wm. 
Quigley, Paymaster; Mr. W. E. Akerson, 
Officer of the Guard. 

Marine Corps Institute 
_ The National Headquarters has been 
informed by the director of the Marine 
Corps Institute, Marine Barracks, 8th 
and Eye Streets, S. E., Washington, D. 
C., that members of the Marine Corps 
League, who are members of the Ma- 
rine Corps Reserve who are on active 


duty or attached to the Fleet Marine 
Corps Reserve are entitled to enroll in 
one of the 258 courses given by that in- 
stitution free of charge. The National 
Headquarters will render such assistance 
as the members of our organization de- 
sire in obtaining a correspondence course 
in this institution. Catalogs may be ob- 
tained by writing The Director of the 
Marine Corps Institute. 
Purchasing Uniforms 

The National Headquarters has been 
informed by the Major General Com- 
mandant of the U. S. Marine Corps that 
the members of the Marine Corps League 
will be able to purchase uniforms from 
the government. Legislation was passed 
by the last Congress authorizing such 
sales. Information will be furnished in 
the next Bulletin relative to the pro- 
cedure which is necessary in order to 
make such purchases. The National 
Headquarters requests that no members 
of the Marine Corps League make in- 
quiries until further information has 
been furnished by National Headquar- 
ters. 

Marine Corps League Pamphlets 

The 1927 edition of the Marine Corps 
League pamphlets will be ready for dis- 
tribution to the detachments within the 
next thirty days. 


JOSEPH SIMMONS WILKES DE- 
TACHMENT, SALT LAKE 
CITY, UTAH 
By F. R. Busch 

The writer and all the recruiters on 
duty in the District of Salt Lake City 
who are members of the Joseph Sim- 
mons Wilkes Detachment have thrown 
out their “chests” about “6” inches since 
reading that article in the April number 
of The Leatherneck about the Salt Lake 
Recruiters being real “salty” marines, 
especially after seeing a picture of the 
Salt Lake crew. The late Colonel A. S. 
Williams, USMC, while on an inspection 
trip to this city, was very much sur- 
prised not to see sailing vessels on the 
Great Salt Lake as he was crossing 
same via the Southern Pacific Rys. So 
for the information of the readers of 
The Leatherneck I might state that the 
Great Salt Lake is really and truly “a 
salty proposition” the water averaging 
27% salt. The water from the Lake is 
drained off on the outskirts of the Lake 
and after several days they have their 
crews shovel this salt in box cars to be 
shipped East to refineries and needless 
to say Salt Lake City pays more for 
salt than New York, Philadelphia, Bos- 
ton, Washington, D. C., ete. Why this 
should be cannot be figured out by the 
writer, but it is so just the same. 

At our last meeting held on April 14, 
1927, we initiated only one new member, 
Suppose our members must have had a 
touch of the spring fever and laid down 
on the job during the past weeks, al- 
though we have not had any spring 
weather to speak about, nothing much 
for a while but rain, hail, and snow and 
more rain. All members of our Detach- 
ment are getting pepped up to make 
arrangements for our summer outings in 
the canyon this summer. A trip this 
year is going to be arranged for the 
pleasure of the followers of “Isaac Wal- 
ton.” Last year when we made trips to 
the canyons we did not go to any of 
the canyons where there was good fish- 
ing, and we had a number of sports who 
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complained about this and said they did 
not mind the women and children having 
a good time in the canyons, but that 
they wanted a little fishing some of the 
time, so due to the fact that the “men 
folks” should be given a little considera- 
tion we are arranging for a trip where 
not only the women and children can 
enjoy themselves but where the “anglers 
and would-be anglers” can try their hand 
to land the “elusive speckled trout.” 

At one of our blow-outs in the canyon 
last year the fair sex organized a ball 
team to play against the marines and 
ex-marines. It appears that everything 
was going against the “male of the 
species” and the pitchers began to speed 
the indoor baseball up a little, and, very 
much to the surprise of the fair sex 
who failed in several instances to "duck” 
there were one or two discolored eyes 
and cheeks and several peeved ladies. 
As luck would have it not one of the 
injured ladies was married. You know 
what would have happened to friend 
husband when he was trying to explain 
that it was an accident. 

Our “Dutch Lunch,” held on March 
31, 1927, at the expense of the losing 
team in our drive for members, was a 
“howling success.” The writer has been 
unable to solve a very deep and dark 
mystery which happened at the blow- 
out. As mentioned in one of my previous 
write-ups about the marines and ex- 
marines singing the Marines Hymn in 
about 6 different keys and notes, well, I 
was surprised to find out that we had 
about a dozen members who could carry 
a tune if they left the “home brew” 
alone. Immediately after the meeting 
on March 31, 1927, a mad rush was made 
for the Eats and ICE CREAM CONES 
2222799. Just when several members 
were leading the race by a neck and ears, 
the Commandant ordered a halt and sug- 
gested that all hands sing the Marine 
Corps Hymn before the festivities 
started and the “Ice Cream Cones” made 
our voices thick. So, by singing first and 
eating afterwards, I discovered that we 
have “singing talent” in our organiza- 
tion, but none of this talent is ever 
brought out by the marines on active 
duty. 

The regular marines on active duty 
can out-talk any ex-marine in our or- 
ganization but they are the “bunk” when 
it comes to singing or warbling. About 
35 members were present out of a total 
of 41 members at our meeting, March 
31. I am of the opinion that the “eats” 
attracted a good many. 

Have had several ex-marines call at 
the Recruiting Station during the past 
few months to inquire if we had a Ma- 
rine Corps League in this city as they 
were just passing thru our fair city and 
were anxious to locate some of their 
old buddies they served across the pond 
with; in most all cases we were for- 
tunate enough to be able to give them 
the addresses of the ex-marines they 
sought, and in three particular cases the 
ex-marines inquired about were mem- 
bers of the League. 

Received the Marine Corps League 
Bulletin No. 1 for April, 1927, and I 
must say it certainly contains some good 
stuff and what was really interesting to 
me was the account that members of the 
Marine Corps League will be able to 
purchase uniforms in the near future. 
This will make a hit with our members 

Continued on page 41 
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Editorial 


[IN READING a review of the athletic events taking place in 

Peking, China, we have just read that, during the inter- 
national track meet of last Armistice Day. the results of all 
events showed that the American Marines had won the meet 
with a total of 45% points, the British troops came second 
with 45 points, the Italian Marines were third with 25% points, 
and the Japanese soldiers came last with no points. Ever 
since the World War became a thing of memory, Armistice 
Day has been celebrated in Peking by a track meet engaged 
in by the troops of the different foreign Legation Guards. 
Every Armistice Day the Japanese have entered a team in 
every event on the card and every time the result has been 
the same—the Japanese have come out with no points to 
their credit Have they become disheartened? No, they 
have not. Every time, they grit their teeth and promise a 
better team the next year. This is true sportsmanship and 
exemplifies the spirit that has made Japan the powerful nation 


that she is. 


The Japanese pride themselves on their good sportsmanship. 
They are very proud of the fact that they can take a beat- 
ing in any line of athletic endeavor with as much grace as 
they can give one. Sports, as we know them, are new to 
the Japanese. They have had a hard struggle in getting 
the “hang of them,” so to speak. But during the last decade 
they have made wonderful progress. In traveling through 
Japan one sees hundreds of Japanese youngsters playing 
baseball. Baseball equipment is on sale everywhere and the 
Japanese have formed a real liking for the game. No crowd 
of Americans can “root” so vociferously as can a Japanese 
crowd at a baseball game. Professional ball has not become 
well organized yet, but the two leading universities of Japan 
have teams that are in no way inferior to the best college 
teams of America. Crowds of 45,000 are the rule when 
these Japanese players compete with American college teams 
which visit the Orient. 


The Chinese, too, are beginning to play the different games 
of the Westerners. However, it seems that the Chinese can 
never get over the innate feeling that they cannot take the 
losing side without “losing face.” Chinese have taken rapidly 
to tennis and basketball. However, their aversion to losing 
a game or two has kept them from developing into a sport 
loving people. We have seen Chinese playing tennis and 
have stopped to inquire which side was winning. We were 
informed that no score was being kept because if at the end 
of the game it was known who was the loser, the said loser 
would be ashamed to come back the next day for a game. 
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He had “lost face” by his defeat. We have known a basket 


ball team, that won the championship of the collegiate league 
in Peking, to disband at the end of the season because they 
did not want to run the risk of losing their laurels during the 


next season. 


Peking is fhe only place in the world now where American 
Marines have to serve continually alongside the Soldiers and 
Marines of other Nations. Nothing but the friendliest rela- 
tions have existed between the American Marines and the 
military personnel of the other countries. On the Fourth of 
July, Thanksgiving Day, and on other “big” days when “big 
eats and goings on” take place among the American Marines, 
soldiers from all the other guards are invited to partake of 
the big dinner and the entertainment. The guards of other 
countries reciprocate on their holidays and invite American 
Marines to their “compounds.” 


To a person who has served in the Far East, one of the 
most pleasant of his recollections is his associations with 
different nationalities that make up the foreign population. 
In Peking, in Shanghai, in Tokio, in fact throughout China and 
Japan the true international spirit exists among the repre- 
sentatives of the various nations. 


AFTER MUCH exhaustive research and experimentation the 

National Federation of Music Clubs has announced its 
failure to find a new national anthem to take the place of 
“The Star Spangled Banner.” Such a result was to have been 
expected. 

Works of art are not created through prize contests or 
through the efforts of any person who deliberately sits down 
and says to himself, “I am going to create something great.” 
There must be inspiration—inspiration arising out of some 
crisis that tries men’s souls and gives expression to the intense 
feeling of the creator. 

“The Star Spangled Banner” was born with the creation of 
our Nation. It may be hard to sing but so was it hard to 
create and organize our Republic. Our National Anthem comes 
down to us rich with traditions, rich with the soul of a nation 
struggling for expression. Let us hope that “The Star 
Spangled Banner” remains our anthem as long as the Flag 
which it glorifies is in existence. 


HEN A MAN leaves the Marine Corps under certain un- 
favorable conditions, the Quartermaster may supply him 
at a cost not to exceed $15.00 the following articles of clothing: 

One hat or cap, 

One coat, 

One trousers, 

One vest, 

One belt, 

One overcoat. 

A great many of us would like to know where the Quarter- 
master gets the formulas for buying all these articles of 
clothing for such an amount of money. We don’t believe 
Houdini himself, in his palmiest days, could have performed 
such a miracle. 


CAN YOU TELL us why? The Fleet arrives in New York 

after several months at sea. Sailors from the fleet spend 
their liberty ashore rowing a canoe around the lake in Central 
Park. The psychology of this is too much for us. 


Attention Everyone 


The Congressional Library, Washington, D. C., has in its 
files copies of every issue of magazines of this country which 
are well known. The librarians, in checking over the file of 
The Leatherneck, find that a certain number of copies are 
missing. It would be greatly appreciated by the Congressional 
Library and by The Leatherneck if the readers of this maga- 
zine would help complete the file in the Congressional Library. 
Those having any of the missing copies may send them to 
The Leatherneck for The Congressional Library. 

The missing copies are: 

Volume 1—Numbers 1, 2, 12, 14, 19, 44 and 47. 

Volume 2—Numbers 1, 6, 12, 14, 15, 18, 20, 27, 29, 31, 33, 39, 

41, 44 and 49. 

Volume 3—Numbers 7 and 11. 
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AROUND GALLEY FIRES 
By “Doc” Clifford 
Honorary Chaplain, U. S. M. C. 


The name of “Jeff” Daniels has been 
mentioned in The Leatherneck columns 
for the last two years and more than 
once I have been asked the question, “Who 
is Jeff?” Daniels is a Corporal on Par- 
ris Island at which place he came as a 
recruit to seek adventure. He had al- 
ready seen service with the Twenty- 
seventh Division and, like many a New 
Yorker, was not content to settle down. 
The nervous urge to change, which was 
the aftermath of the War’s strenuous 
effort, took him to the Marines where 
his previous experience in reporting en- 
abled him to at once become a valuable 
acquisition to the Island’s publicity staff. 

As “Jeff Daniels” his name is well- 
known to the readers of three big South- 
ern Dailies, while The Leatherneck and 
other service publications regularly 
carry good material from his pen. 

Corporal Daniels was borrowed last 
November by the Citizen’s Stadium Com- 
mittee of Savannah, Ga., to assist in 
promoting the Marines’ biggest games in 
that section of the country, and his 
service in that direction received the 
highest commendation from all con- 
cerned. Captain Fogg, in charge of Post 
publicity, speaks of Jeff as a splendid 
assistant. 


The Marines who passed through 
Muskogee, Okla., on their way to San 
Diego were delightfully treated by a 
committee of townswomen headel by 
Oklahoma’s first Congresswoman, Miss 
Alice Robertson. There was a wait of 
twenty minutes during which coffee, 
cigarettes, and sandwiches were served 
out to the 275 men aboard, who highly 
appreciated the thoughtful kindness of 
these ladies. 


Passing through Rockaway, N. J., 
recently with Captain and Mrs. Walter 
Sweet, it gave us all great pleasure to 
meet Andy Burke and Lester Mummey 
of the old Sixteenth Company, both of 
whom are settled with their families in 
this district. Both Burke and Mummey 
were Corporals, and when we were in 
France I once wrote a letter for Burke 
to his sweetheart. She reminded me of 
it when we had the joy of greeting them. 


The Saturday Evening Post contained 
an article last week from which the fol- 
lowing extract brings vividly to our 
minds the events of June, nine years ago: 

“The moment the German drive down 
the Paris road on the Second Division 
and the French slowed and stalled, the 
Americans and French struck back here. 
The whole Second Division counter-at- 
tacked on June sixth, the main effort 
being by the Marine Brigade against 
the natural stronghold of Belleau Wood, 
now known on the maps of France as 
the Bois de la Brigade Marines. This 
wood evidently had been a game pre- 
serve. Its 300 acres were a tangled 
wood cut with rocky ravines. It gave 
the enemy excellent cover for concen- 
tration for a further advance on Paris, 
and important observation points. Al- 
ready he had wired it and sowed it with 
machine-gun nests. 


“Attacking and beating off counter at- 
tacks, the Marines fought their way into 
the forest, while the French gained the 
heights of Torcy and Bussieres. German 
machine guns, echeloned behind one an- 
other, and their artillery made it a 
bloody job; and if we made a mistake it 
was in the recklessness of our attack. 
The Marines took the machine-gun nests 
by hand and bayoneted the boche out 
rather than wait for the slower method 
of sifting in behind. But if they paid 
heavily, it was one more proof of the 
drive of the American Army—that it 
could stand the gaff. 

“With the Marines in the railroad sta- 
tion of Bouresches and on the summit of 
Hill 181 in Belleau Wood, the Regular 
Brigade attacked farther south and got 
a line abreast of Belleau Wood on the 
slopes of Hill 204, dominating Chateau- 
Thierry. The night of the seventh and 
eighth the enemy counter-attacked furi- 
ously and failed. Dingdonging ahead in 
a rain of shell, gas and machine-gun fire 
like wind-driven sleet, the Marines had 
all but the northern edge of the wood 
on June eleventh. On June fifteenth, 
after throwing back two successive 
counter attacks in force, the Marines 
were exhausted. The French had no 
troops to take their place, so the Seventh 
Infantry was borrowed from our Third 
Division. For six days they fought off 
the German until the Marines returned, 
and on June twenty-fifth threw the boche 
out of the last corner of the wood.” 


Dover, N. J., is in possession of a real 
Irish Brigade for, with just a bit of 
suspicion that in Captain Sweet there 
is a considerable element of the “Green 
Isle,” I found that the First Sergeant 
Edward A. Mullen hails from Limerick, 
and claims thirteen years of service; 
Q. M. Sergeant James D. Connelly from 
Boston, and Percil M. Alguire, from 


Twenty-seven 


Canada. I don’t know where the Mess 
Sergeant, who is the last named, got 
the “Al” from, but I have a strong 
opinion that in the days long ago it must 
have been “Mc;” if he had come from 
New York it might have been understood 
and ‘we could have connected him with 
the Governor. Nevertheless, the whole 
bunch are first class men upon whom 
much depends, but also upon whom we 
can depend. 


Mother’s Day found Mrs. Bartoe of 
Parris Island and Mrs. DeWitt of Cleve- 
land rejoicing in the name of Mother. 
The Captain is said to have grown four 
inches while Lieutenant DeWitt’s re- 
cruiting energies have also marvellously 
developed. May the boys both become 
really good Marines. 


A few notes from letters received 
by Mr. B. C. Pond of the Navy Y. M. 
C. A. with reference to China will, I 
am sure, be of great interest: 

Writing from Shanghai, March 8, Chap- 
lain H. M. Peterson, U. S. N., on duty 
with the Fourth Regiment, U. S. M. C., 
says of the American Navy Y. M. C. A. 
“Secretary P. W. Brown and his staff are 
doing about the finest work I have seen 
anywhere by any organization. Con- 
gratulations on your having such a man 
in charge of this difficult work in Shang- 
hai.” * * * Reporting a recent meet- 
ing of the American Women’s Club, 
Shanghai, The China Press says “An- 
nouncement was made that the Club had 
arranged to combine with the Navy Y. 
M. C. A. in Canteen Work for American 
forces here. The old Custom House had 
been taken and donations in the way of 
furniture and pictures were being asked 
for. Special mention was made for the 
need for magazines.” 

Continued on page 42 


THE MARINES 
By Rudyard Kipling 


The day was far spent like our men. We had sent 
For support but had waited in vain. 

The gray line of fire rolled higher, and nigher, 
Then wavered and ebbed back again. 


But we knew if the night should put down on the fight 
We should lose every trench—every pit, 

So we lost heart at last when our Colonel went past 
On a stretcher, white faced and hard hit. 


Just then from the rear came a weird yapping cheer 
High over the rapid fires’ hum, 

And up went OUR shout as our Major shrieked out, 
“Sit tight, lads—the Yankees have come!” 


And they came as at Dover the breakers surge over 

The cliffs, and they smothered the Hun. 

Then—we dropped asleep kneeling—and standing—all feeling 
The job out in front was well done. 


They are round us tonight in the ballroom’s bright light 
’Mid the waltzes’ soft surges and foam, 

Though the hands are now hid in immaculate kid 

That once drove the bayonet home. 


But we know ’till are furled the war flags of the world 
What the cult of blood-brotherhood means— ; 
That their Liberty’s light will e’er flash through the night 
“SIT TIGHT—TILL I SEND MY MARINES!” 
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SOLDIER OF 
By S. E. Kiser 
“I,” he said, “have been in places 
That few white men ever saw; 
I’ve bumped into savage races 
That ate missionaries raw; 
I have heard the incantation 
Wild sun-worshipers repeat, 
And my store of information 
Is expansive and complete. 


“You, no doubt have shrunk from dan- 
gers; 
I have crossed the Seven Seas; 
I have cast my lot with strangers 
Who were mighty hard to please; 
Bushmen, Hottentots and Tartars 
I have faced in many scraps; 
Once I won a pair of garters 


From a black Queen, shooting craps. 


“T’ve belonged to foreign legions 
That had bloody work to do, 
And I’ve fought in many regions, 
Risking death and capture, too; 
Any time that there is fighting 

I go to it on the run; 
My career has been exciting, 
And J’ve had a lot of fun. 


“IT have won a lot of glory 
In the course of my career, 
And could tell a thrilling story 
If you had the time to hear; 
Never letting terror shake me, 
I load up and plunge ahead; 
Say, old-timer could you stake me 
To the small price of a bed?” 


A SHORT STORY 


He rushed into the office 
(His breath was rather stout). 
He cried: “I want a furlough!” 
"Twas the “Top” who helped him out. 
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THE LAY OF THE OLD TIMER 
By Constantine M. Perkins 


Y’ve heard of the days of Auld Lang Syne, 
Th’ days of long ago? 
Th’ good old days when men was tough, 
When eighteen hundred was enough, 
When a “top-Kick’s” duty wasn’t bluff— 
He made y’ hoe y’r row: 
Th’ days when Majors was but four, 
An’ one lone Colonel in th’ Corps 
Instead of Gin’rals, half a score; 
Promotion then was slow. 
When we didn’t have mosquito nets, 
An’ privates all wore epaulettes, 
When shave-tails even had brevets— 
At least they tell me so. 
Th’ days when everyone was “wets”; 
They war’nt no “mama’s darling pets,” 
Nor rookies neither, only vets— 
Some thirty years ago. 
Th’ days when y’ could drink y’e fill; 
There war’nt a thing to do but drill— 
An’ when y’ shot, y’ shot to kill— 
Th’ days of long ago. 
At thirteen bucks (twelve eighty, net) 
What th’ Post Trader didn’t get 
Y’ blew f’r somethin’ strong, you bet! 
But that was Ante-Pro. 
When y’ didn’t have to write t’ j’ine, 
When there war’nt no staff, but only line, 
Parade, Guard-duty—all was fine, 
An’ somethin’ more than show! 
With t’backer in y’r haversack, 
Y’ didn’t have no duds t’ pack— 
Besides th’ clothin’ on y’r back 
An extra sock or so. 
When y’ had y’r own bright work t’ shine, 
Y’r pay accounts y’ had t’ sign 
When over leave, to pay y’r fine 
Imposed by th’ C. O. 
With one day off in ev’ry two, 
With S. C. M’s—yeh, quite a few, 
An’ bread-an-water—irons, too! 
Ten plunks f’r every throw. 
When y’r musket didn’t need no clips, 
Nor soldiers sheets an’ pillow-slips, 
When men was men an’ ships was ships! 
Them was th’ days, Yeh, Bo! 
Them was th’ days, an’ they was great, 
Before we had t’ educate 
A lot o’ dumb-bells up to date 
Down here in Quantico. 
With a Sergeants’ guard on ev’ry boat 
We spent most all our time afloat; 
But now—an’ that’s what gets my goat— 
Je’re here in Quantico. 
An’, so, no matter how I try 
I’m a Leatherneck until I die: 
I’m used to it—I wonder why? 
I guess it’s all I know! 


CHEERFULNESS 
Good honest laughter, not just “chaff,” 
Is a contagious thing. 
We know that an “infectious laugh” 
Goes out mirth-carrying. 


For people, when they hear it, smile 
And feel cheered up again, 
Forgetting for a little while 
Their worries or their pain. 


So if you laugh in utter bliss, 
The “germ” of mirth may seize 
Some most unlikely souls with this 
Innocuous disease! 


We all may play our little part 
In passing on this boom, 

Laugh and be cheerful, then we’ll start 
An epidemic soon! 


—Gazette. 
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THE LEATHERNECK MARINE 


By Cpl. A. W. O’Connor 

There’s a story, quite fantastic, one, no 
doubt, you’ve never heard; 

’Twill be hard to give it credence, but 
it’s truthful, every word: 

Why, it seems, in the beginning, that 
Satan, down below 

Had some roving, fighting Devils who 
were always on the go. 

Every time the roll-call sounded, these 
infernal imps weren’t there; 

Their continuous absence riled him, fill- 
ing him with mad despair. 

Always, when his guards would find 
them, ’twas a most compelling sight, 

For, wherever they were rounded, they 
were always in a fight. 

Why, it seemed that all they wanted, was 
to mix in some rough row; 

Or to scramble for the mess-hall, when 
they heard the call for “chow.” 

Regardless of the penalties, they’d in- 
variably repeat 

Those offenses, quite annoying — all 
they’d do is fight and eat. 

Old Satan lost his patience, then he hit 
upon a plan, 

And immediately decided to make each 
one a man. 

O, how the Devil chuckled when at last 
he saw them go; 

Thanks to his Satanic wisdom, 
would now reign down below. 

Up in the Celestial regions, all this, of 
course, they knew, 

And everyone was curious, to see what 
God would do. 

He viewed these fighting Devils, then He 
sent a shaft of light 

That imbued their muscled bodies with 
the Spirit of the right. 

“T’ll need some fighting warriors to pre- 
serve the peace and rest 

“Of the Nation I Created—and the one 
which I have blest. 

“With the body of the Devil, and a soul 
that is all mine, 

“They will fight all wrong and evil, and 
uphold what is divine. 

“My crusaders, and preservers, of the 
dear, old U. S. A. 

“Serving mankind, everywhere—Born to 
fight and to obey.” 

History, in its sacred annals, has re- 
corded what they’ve done; 

Fighting fiends, with God-like motives— 
soldiers each and everyone. 

Though the work be hard and dirty, he 
will always do it clean, 

Devil-dog in fields of battle, but to us 
he’s just Marine. 

Satan raves with all his fury, but the 
Saviour smiles serene— 

As they both observe the actions of the 
UNITED STATES MARINE. 


Peace 


DO YOU KNOW IT? 
Don’t look for the flaws as 
through life; 
And even when you find them, 
It is wise and kind to be somewhat blind 
And look for the virtue behind them. 
The world will never adjust itself, 
To suit your whims to the letter; 
Some things go wrong your whole life 
long; 
And the sooner you know it the better 
—Depotfax. 
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THE CHINICLL 
PAY FER ALL 


TRANSFERRED 
PROMISED MY DAME 


L'D BE THERE 
N'EVER THING !! 


CCAPTAIN- | MOST CERTAINLY 
DO OBJECT TO SO MANY 
TRIPS ON THAT HENDERSON 


AND DEMAND BETTER 
TRANSPORTATION — LEY THIS 
BE FINAL 


YouR — ER- 
REQUEST 
IS GIVEN 


‘L DON'T CARE WHETHER 
THIS IS SUNDAY ER NoT- 
THERE'S A WORKIN’ 
DETAIL YER IN ON 
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GENDARMERIE CASERNE (BARRACKS) AT HINCHE. CAPTAIN LOHMILLER, LIEUTENANTS O'GRADY AND CLARKE f 
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TWELFTH COMPANY, GENDARMERIE D'HAITI. FIRST LIEUTENANT JAS. M. DARMOND (G. D’'H.) COMMANDING SOI 
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ANOTHER COMPANY OF THE GENDARMERIE D’'HAITI, WITH AMERICAN MARINES IN CHARGE AS OFFICERS 


CAFE PETIT FOUR 


CREME ALA GLACE 
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SOLDIER OF THE GENDARMERIE DOING DUTY AS TRAFFIC POLICEMAN IN THE CITY OF PORT AU PRINCE sees y 
: 


“We pay him $100 a week” 


ND he’s worth every cent of it. 

Came here several years ago ask- 

ing for a job. He got just that—a 
small job at a small salary. 


“Then I forgot about him—hardly 
knew he was on the payroll until one 
day I got a letter from the International 
Correspondence Schools telling me that 
Thomas A. Andrews had enrolled for 
a course and had received a mark of 
98 for his first lesson. 

“*There’s a man worth watching,’ 
I said to myself, so | began to keep tabs 
on his work. Pretty soon he began 
coming to me with suggestions. I could 
almost see him growing. 


“Somehow he was the first man I 
thought of whenever there was a posi- 
tion open. And he always made good 
because he was always preparing him- 
self for the job ahead. We pay him 
$100 a week now and he’s going to be 
earning even a larger salary some day. 
I wish we had more men like him.” 


OW do you stand when your em- 
ployer checks up his men for pro- 
motion? Does he think of you? Is 
there really any reason why you should 
be selected ? 

Ask yourself these questions fairly. 
You must face them if you expect ad- 
vancement and more money. For now, 
more than ever, the big jobs are going 
to men with special training. 


18057 


There is an casy, fascinating way for 
you to get this special training right at 
home in spare time. One hour a day, 
spent with the I. C. S. in the quiet of 
your own home, will bring you more 
money, more comforts, more pleasures, 
all that success means. 


N I. C. S. course is not a sure 

guarantee of a larger salary, but 

it comes as near to it as anything we 

know. Certainly the man who studies 

in his spare time is more certain to get 

ahead than the man who just drifts 
along. 


Every mail brings letters from I. C. S. 
students telling of advancements and 
increased salaries won through spare- 
time study. In a single year, the in- 
creases voluntarily reported by I. C. S. 
students totaled more than $2,000,000. 


These advancements and increases in 
salary were not only in the technical 
subjects such as Electrical, Mechanical 
and Civil Engineering, Architecture, 
Chemistry, etc., but in Salesmanship, 
Advertising, Business Management, 
Accounting, etc. 


Whatever the course, if it is an 
I. C. S. course, you can be sure it 
represents the best thought of men who 
are leaders in that field and is drawn 
from their practical experience. 


Is there any reason why you should 
stand still while others are proving 
every day that you can get ahead if you 


really want to? Don’t you feel that 
you should at least find out what the 
I. C. S. can do for you? 


OU can have the position you want 

in the work you like best—a salary 
that will give you and your family the 
home, the comforts, the pleasures you 
would like them to have. No matter 
what your age, your occupation, your 
present education, or your means, you 
can do it. 


Just mark and mail this coupon, 
and, without cost or obligation, get full 
particulars telling how you can prepare 
for success in the work of your choice, 


| INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 5276-D Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation on my part. please tell me 
how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before 
j which 1 have marked an X 
BUSINESS TRAINING DEPARTMENT 


| Business Management ()Salesmanship 
| Industrial Management Advertising 
Personnel Organization Better Letters 
| Foreign Trade 
usiness Law Stenography and 
Banking and Banking Law 
| GAccountancy(ineluding C.P.A.) [Civil Service 
| Nicholson Cest Accounting } Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping }Common Schoo! Subjects 
| Private Secretary [} High School Subjects 
Business Spanish French (J Illustrating 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENT 
[Electrical Engineering Architect 
Electric Lighting Print Reading 
Mechanica! Engineer ()Contractor and Bullder 
| (Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
| hine Shop Practice enerete Builder 
ailroad Positions JStructural Engineer 
Engine Operating )Chemistry Pharmacy 
Civil Engineer ae Work 
| Surveying and Mapping LJAirplane Engines 
| Metallurgy Agriculture and Poultry 
Steam Enzinecring O Radio () Mathematics 
| 
| Street Address. 
Persona residing in Can ida should send this coupon to the 
International Correspondence Schools, Canadian. Limited, 


Mozxtreal, Canada. 
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History of the Gendarmerie D’Haiti 


This Resume, Written by Officers under the Supervision of their Commanding General, Shows What 
Marines Had to do with the History, Organization, and Development of the Gendarmerie 


SECOND INSTALLMENT 


The real foundation of the efficiency of 
the Gendarmerie at least in the country 
districts, is the Sub-District Commander, 
who is frequently a young marine cor- 
poral or sergeant, acting as a lieutenant. 
Nowhere else in the Marine Corps do 
men of this rank carry on their shoul- 
ders so much responsibility. 

These men have direct personal rela- 
tions with the Haitian people. In many 
eases, they are the only Americans with- 
in a large area and their acts may have 
an important political effect. 

The duties of a Sub-District Com- 
mander are many and difficult. They are 
divided into three general classes, mili- 
tary, police and civil. In the first class 
are those duties ordinarily performed by 
military commanders in the field and in 
the garrison. They not only train and 
discipline their men, but they must also 
house, subsist and pay them. As the chief 
police authorities of their Sub-Districts, 
these young officers are responsible for 
the enforcing of all laws. As a military 
and police officer, his problems are no 
more complicated than the problem of 
similar officers everywhere. His civil 
duties, however, are such that only a 
man of real ability can succeed. At the 
start, he must know the laws of Haiti 
and the powers and rights of those who 
administer them. He must also learn the 
language and so conduct himself that he 
will win the respect and esteem of the 
inhabitants. 


Each Sub-District consists of a num- 
ber of Communes. These Communes are 
similar to counties in the United States, 
and are still further divided into a num- 
ber of rural sections. The Sub-District 
Commander generally has his headquar- 
ters in the principal town of his terri- 
tory, but his men are scattered in small 
detachments wherever their services are 
needed. In addition to the regular Gen- 
darmerie force, he also has under his 
direct command a force of Rural Police, 
each of whom is responsible for the po- 
licing of a Rural Section. 


Before the occupation, there existed 
‘in the Rural Sections a Rural Police, 
with a Chief of Section, in each section 
of the country. These officials had grad- 
ualiy entrenched themselves in power 
until they had become so arbitrary that 
even the Haitians themselves advised 
against their retention. This force was 
abolished, leaving stretches of the coun- 
try without any police representatives 
other than the Gendarmes. Their func- 
tions were more or less assumed by the 
Councilors of Agriculture, a civil force 
which had always existed in the country. 
This by direction and under the super- 
vision of the Gendarmerie. The Coun- 
cillors, however, were not granted the 
power of arrest, and this situation made 
necessary the forming of a new Rural 
Police to act as an auxiliary arm of the 
Gendarmerie in the remote - sections. 
These men were of a different type from 
the Gendarmes. They were older men 
of long residence in the sections in which 


they performed their duties. Their chief 
value lies in their intimate knowledge of 
the people in the neighborhood. This 
organization has been developed until 
today there is a Rural Policeman in 
every country section under the control 
of, and enlisted in, this auxiliary branch 
of the Gendarmerie. These men have 
served well in keeping the Gendarmerie 
Officers in constant touch with develop- 
ments in the remote portions of the 
country. 

Within the Sub-Districts, the com- 
mander has to deal with civil officials, 
who correspond to our mayors, county 
judges, court officials, tax collectors and 
surveyors. He is not empowered to ex- 
ercise any direct authority over these 
people, but he does occupy the position 
of adviser to the municipal authorities 
and is expected to aid them in every way 
possible toward the maintenance of an 
efficient administration. He is, however, 
responsible for the paying of civil offi- 
cials and handles a considerable amount 
of money. 

As the sore representative of the 
United States, as well as the Haitian 
Government in his little domain, he must 
take part in the social life of the people, 
in order that he may impress them with 
his sincere interest in their welfare. 


A Sub-District Commander must be 
constantly on the move. He must fre- 
quently visit every section of his terri- 
tory, many parts of which can only be 
reached after many days of hard riding 
over mountain trails. After his return to 
his headquarters, he often faces the ne- 
cessity of burning the midnight oil in the 
preparation of an extensive report and 
the keeping of his accounts. In order 
that he may not be swamped with ad- 
ministrative duties, and may be able to 
remain away from his office for days at 
a time, he faces the problem of training 
Haitians to carry on the routine of his 
headquarters while he is absent. 


Naturally, he is not expected to do all 
this without supervision from above. He 
submits all reports through his district 
commander, who makes his headquarters 
in the chief town of his district. The dis- 
trict commander must also make fre- 
quent inspections of his sub districts 
and the posts therein. He has all the 
powers of a _ sub-district commander, 
but he must be a thorough-going military 
commander, with the ability to maintain 
efficiency among a large number of small 
and widely scattered detachments. His 
command is never together at one time. 
When he desires to inspect them, he must 
go to them; they cannot be assembled. 
This gives him a hard riding job. He 
has to spend at least half of his time in 
the saddle. 

In performing his civil duties, he deals 
with higher officials than the sub-district 
commanders. He must familiarize him- 
self with the higher courts and must 
keep in touch with the prosecuting offi- 
cials. He is in charge of all public 
works projects carried out by the Gen- 
darmerie. He must submit plans for all 


Gendarmerie buildings constructed with- 
in his district and he has charge of the 
mapping of his territory, and, as. intelli- 
gence officer of his district, he must keep 
Gendarmerie Headquarters informed as 
to the political and military situation. 
There is also in every district a prison, 
of which he is in charge. zs 

He is accountable for all funds dis- 
persed in his district and has charge of 
the procurement and distribution of all 
supplies. In some districts, where an en- 
gineer is not on duty, he also acts as the 
Public Works Officer, in charge of roads, 
streets, water supply and telegraph lines, 
as well as the upkeep of public buildings. 

The Department Inspectors keep in 
touch with the work of the district com- 
manders. They make regular inspections 
of the entire department and are called 
upon frequently to carry on investiga- 
tions. They make recommendations re- 
garding the strength and distribution of 
the personnel and advise the subordinate 
officers on all suggested changes. 

The Department Commanders are in 
charge of all Gendarmerie activities 
within their departments and report di- 
rect to the chief. 

There are four departments, known as 
the Departments of the North, South, 
Port-au-Prince and Central Department. 

All these activities are coordinated by 
the General Headquarters in Port-au- 
Prince. The staff consists of a Chief of 
the Gendarmerie, a Chief of Staff and 
Staff Officers in charge of the divisions 
devoted to Intelligence, Personnel, Oper- 
ations and Training and Supply and Dis- 
bursements. 

The Medical Department has a Medical 
Director in Charge, a corps of medical 
officers and subordinates attached to the 
various districts. The higher grades are 
filled by the officers of the Navy Medical 
Corps. Chief Petty Officers of the same 
Corps are commissioned in the subordi- 
nate grades. A number of Haitiens have 
been enlisted and trained by these offi- 
cers for duty similar to those performed 
by hospital corpsmen. 

The Chief of Staff of the Gendarmerie 
performs additional duties as supervisor 
of the activities of the Coast Guard and 
the Fire Department of Port-au-Prince. 


The Fire Department is in command of 
a Lieutenant of the Gendarmerie, and 
has an Haitien personnel. Its equipment 
pe modern as the finances of Haiti will 
allow. 


The Coast Guard, which is under the 
direct command of a Naval Officer com- 
missioned in the Gendarmerie, maintains 
a small fleet for the prevention of smug- 
gling, the enforcement of maritime law, 
the maintenance of lighthouses and 
buoys, the transportation of troops by 
water and the repair and upkeep of all 
vessels used by the Gendarmerie. A 
small navy yard is maintained on the 
outskirts of Port-au-Prince for the last- 
named purpose. 

(On the center insert of this issue will be 
found pictures taken in Haiti.) 


(Continued next month.) 
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MARINES SCORE 17 RUNS TO BEAT 
V. M. L, 17-8 

By scoring eight runs in the opening 
frame, five in the third and two more in 
the sixth and eighth innings, the Marine 
baseball team completely swamped the 
Virginia Military Institute team at 
Quantico on April 29. The visitors man- 
aged to score five runs during the ses- 
sion. Seven homers featured the game. 

The twenty hits smacked out by the 
Marines were well shared among the 
players and Levey, Hannah, Hrisko, 
Young and Derr each slapped out home 
runs. Buckowy had the pitching assign- 
ment for the first five innings and gave 
two walks, allowed five hits and fanned 
two until relieved by Mason, who fared 
some better against the cadets. 


Marines ABH O ElV. M. I ABH OF 


Levey,cf 4 2 1 O|Barnes,cf 
Han’h,3b. 6 3 1 OBul’vanss. 41 2 1 
Free’y,1b 4 2 8 1)Gfro'er,if 326 0 
Young,rf 3 2 1 O Crock'’t,rf 400 0 
Stolle, if 4 3 0 O|McCallib 328: 3 
Hr’zko,ss. 4 1 5 0) Taylor, 40565 0 
Vin B’n.2b 5 3 O O Cheek,3b 
Derr, 5&6 2 4 O}Ca’p’co,2b 3201 
Buk'y.p 3 0 0 OBlackp .. 20 0 0 
Zyck,cf 1 0 2 0O Bella’y.p o 0 0 0 
Trox’l,1b 1 0 2 0O)*Hewlett 
Fort'r,rf 113 

Hill, if 

Fox, ss j 2090 0 

Mason,p 2000 


Totals.. 47 20 27 1| Totals... 33 8 24 5 
*Batted for Black in Sth 


Marines ...... 8 0 & 

Vv. M. I we 
Runs—Levey (2), Hannah (2), Freeney 
*), Troxall, Young (2), Fortier, Stolle (2), 
Hriszko, Van Buren, Derr 2), Mason, 


Barnes, Gfroerer Crockett, MeCall, Black 
liome runs—Levey, Hannah, Hriszko, Young, 
Derr, Gfroerer MeCall Two-base hits 

Levey, Freeney, Stolle Stolen bases —Stolle 


2) Hits—Of Bellamy, 7 none out); off 
Biack, 13; off Bukowy, 5 in 5 innings; off 
Mason, 3 in 4 innings tase on balls—oOft 
Bellamy, 1; off Black, 2; off Bukowy, 2; off 
Mason, 1 Struck out—By Bukowy, 2: By 
Mason, by Black, 5 Left on bases—Ma- 
rines, 5: V. M. I 5 Wild pitch—Black. 
Umpire—Green Game at Quantico, Va, 
Time of game, 1:50. 


HEADY ON BASES 

This season’s Marine squad have 
shown themselves a fast and heady 
crowd on the bases. In computing the 
number of bases stolen by Keady’s men 
up to, and including the second game 
played against Catholic University, the 
figures show that over 35 attempts to 
garner another sack in games played 
against collegian teams were successful. 
Although no count was taken of the play- 
ers that outrank the others in stealing 
bases Hriszko, Freeny and Levey appear 
well up in this art, which calls for quick 
thinking and a fast pair of legs. An- 
other interesting fact causing comment 
is that the opposing teams were unable 
to steal more than one third the number 
credited to the Marines. 


RALLY IN LATE INNINGS TO DOWN 

Lexington, May 6.—Staging a late 
rally in the eighth and ninth innings 
in which they scored four runs, the Ma- 
rine baseball team defeated Washing- 
ton-Lee 6-3, before a large crowd. Jim 
Balis, on the mound for the Marines, 
hurled an average game of ball yield- 
ing one walk and striking out six during 
his reign. 

Four opportune hits coupled with a 
wild pitch, a base on balls and daring 
base running spelt victory for the 
Leathernecks during the hectic game. 
Follirad, the collegian pitcher, went well 
until the eighth when the Marine bats- 
men got next to him and garnered their 
needed four runs. The Generals went 
out after Baylis in the first frame and 
netted two runs from the big mounds- 
man until he shut down on them. Levy, 
Freeny and Hriszko starred for the Ma- 
rines 
Marines ABRHO| W&L_ AB R HO 


Levey,2b 5 1 2 3) Gwney,cf 1 0 
Hannah,3b 4 1 2 3/Palmer,2b 2000 
Freeny,1ib 41 3 SEi'lbach.3b 411 1 
Young,rf 4 0 O 1 Spotts,1b 0 110 
Stolle. if 4 0 O 1/)Stearns,rf 401 4 
Hill, ef 3 1 0 Jones,c 200 4 
Hriszko,ss 3 1 1 0) Tips,c 1006 
Hudson,: 1 0 0 8/Rauber.ss 
Derr,c 2 0 1 4\Maben,.p 2000 
Balis,p 4 1 1 06/Folliard,p 8 
*Vitek 0 0 Lowden,if 2 
Totals 34 6 10 27 28 3 6 27 
*Ran for Hannah. 


000 020 022—6 
.200 010 000 3 


Marines 
Ww & L 
Summary Errors Derr, Tips, Rauber, 
Lowden. Two-base hits: Spotts. Three-base 
hits: Eigelbach, Levey Stolen bases: Free- 
ny, Hriszko. Sacrifices: Young, Derr, Palm- 
er, Spotts, Rauber. Passed balls: Jones 
Balk: Folliard Wild pitch: Folliard. Los- 
ing pitcher: Folliard. Struck out: by Ma- 
ben, 5; Folliard, 6; Balis, 6. Base on balls 
off Maben, 2: Folliard, 1; Balis, 1. Hit by 
pitcher: by Folliard (Hannah) Hits: off 
Maben, 4; Folliard, 5. Umpire, Orth. 


R. O. HANNAH 
(Third Baseman) 


Marines Beat Washington-Lee and V.M. I. on Southern Trip 


LEVEY’S HOMER AIDS IN DEFEAT 
Gr i. 

Lexington, Va., May 7.—The Marine 
Corps baseball team defeated the Vir- 
ginia Military Institute in the second 
game played between these teams this 
season by the score of 9-3. The game 
was witnessed by the largest crowd 
which has turned out to see a baseball 
game this season. 

Seven errors on the part of the ca- 
dets aided the Marines greatly in their 
run making. Hriszko started the ball 
rolling in the second when he reached 
third on a series of errors and scored 
on Derr’s fly. The Marines hit heavily 
in the third to add two more runs and 
scored in every other inning except the 
seventh and ninth. Jimmy Levey poled 
out his fifth homer of the season in this 
game which was a long hit out in left 
field. Bukowy started and finished on 


the mound for the Leathernecks. 


V.M.I. ABHOA!| Marines ABHOA 
Barnes,cf 3 1 3 O| Levey 
Sullivan,ss 4 1 1 1) Fox,3b 5 011 
Gfroerer,lf 4 0 1 0/Freeny,1lb 5 312 1 
Crockett,rf 2 0 3 Young, rf 
McCall, 1b 4 211 0/Stolle,If 1 2 06 
Taylor,c 4 2 6 Hill,ecf 40441 
Cheek, 2b 4 0 1 5 2 @ 
Ca'pod'o,2b 2 0 1 4/Derr,c 4232 0 
Nied,p 2 0 0 1) Bukowy,p 211 3 
*Moore 

Totals 30 727 7 39 13 27 15 


We, 000 000 102-3 
Marines 012 121 020—9 

Runs: Crockett, McCall, Taylor, Levey (2), 
Freeney, Young, Hill, Hriszko (2), Derr, 
Bukowy. Errors: Crockett, McCall, Taylor. 


Campodonico (3), Nied. Two-base hits: 
Levey, Taylor, Freeny. Three-base hits: Derr, 
Taylor. Home run: Levey. Stolen bases: 


Freeny, Crockett, Levey. Sacrifice hit: 
Nied. Struck out: by Nied, 5; by Bukowy, 
2 Hit by pitched ball: by Bukowy, 
Crockett. First base on balls: off Nied, 3; 
off Bukowy, 2 Left on bases: V. M. L., 7; 
Quantico Marines, 7. Passed balls: Derr, 
Taylor. Double plays: Hill to Levey; Buko- 
wy to Levey to Freeny. 


NICE RECORD . 

The Marine Baseball team has estab- 
lished a nice record in games played this 
season which may be left as a mark for 
future teams to shoot at in years to 
come. 

Following rainy dates which caused 
the canceling of the first three games on 
their schedule, the marine squad took 
seven straight victories from opponents 
until they dropped one game to the 
snappy Wake Forest club on April 26 
Shaking off the sting of a 3-1 defeat 
the marines started over again and to 
date have won five straight games. This 
is up to and including the second game 
with Catholic University played in Wash- 
ington on May 11. 

Of thirteen games played the Marines 
have won 12 and lost one. A nice per- 
centage for any club in any league, 
whether collegian or pro. 


« 
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HOMERS BY LEVEY AND HUDSON 
HELP BEAT C. U. 7-3 

Although rain caused the calling of 
the game in the eighth inning, the Ma- 
rines had more than enough runs to beat 
Catholic University, of Washington, in 
their game played at Quantico on April 
30. 

“Whiz Bang” Levey and Hudson fea- 
tured the fray with a circuit clout apiece 
while Freeney raised the final tally by a 
three-base hit which he later scored on. 
Searlett, who took the box at the start 
of the game, was relieved later by Joe 
Vitek, who only allowed two walks to 
the visitors in five innings. A double 
play and timely pitching by the Marines 
turned down eleven hits gained by the 
collegians into a total of three runs. 
ABH OEIC. U. ABH O 

5 . 
0|Hartke,ss . 
Foley.ct 
.. 
0| M’ field, If 
O'Smith,rf .. 
0|MeG'n,2b 
Kierney,c . 
0|Conlin,p 


~ 


L’y,cf,2b . 
Han’h,3b . 
Free’y,1b . 
Young.rf . 
Stolle,lf .. 
Hr’zko,ss . 
Hill,cf 
V'n B’'n,2b 
Hudson,c 
Scarl't.p 
Vitek,p 


Totals.. 30 Totals... 36 


Marines 6 
Catholic U 01004310 


Runs—Levey (2), Freeney, Young, 
Buren (2), Hudson, Keale, Long, McGovern. 
Home runs—Levey, Hudson. Three-base 
hits—Freeney, Kierney. Two-base hits— 
Levey 2). Keale. Stolen bases—Young, 
Stolle, Hartke. Hits—Off Vitek, 7 in 5 in- 
nings; off Scarlett, 4 in 3 innings. y 
Vitek, Van Buren, McGovern, Kierney 
on balls—Off Vitek, 2 in 5 innings; off 
lin, 3. Left on bases—Marines, 5; C. U., 
Double play—Van Buren to Hrisko to Free- 
ney. Umpire—Green. Game at Quantico, 
Va. Time of game, 1:50. 


— 


| 


JOE VITEK 
(Pitcher) 


MARINES PARTICIPATE IN APPLE 
BLOSSOM FESTIVAL 

The Marine Corps was represented in 
the Apple Blossom Festival held in Win- 
chester, Va., on April 27 and 28, by a 
decorated truck which took part in the 
parade. The truck was manned by men 
from the recruiting station in Baltimore, 
Md., and drew comment along the line 
of parade. 


MARINES TROUNCE ST. BONAVEN- 
TURE’S COLLEGE TWO GAMES 


St. Bonaventure’s College fell hard by 
the roadside in both games played 
against the Marine baseball aggregation 
at Quantico on April 18 and 19. The 
first game was a shut-out victory for 
the Leathernecks, 9-0, while 7-2 was the 
card turned in after the second day’s 
fray. 

In the first game of a total of ten 
hits, Freeny, Balis and Hudson ac- 
counted for a two-bagger apiece while 
Freeny later straightened out a fast ball 
into a circuit-hit. Two double plays 
marked the game cutting off any at- 
tempts on the part of the collegians to 
score. Balis allowed three to reach first 
and fanned ten while in the box. 

The second day’s game was handled 
by Searlett who was never in danger at 
any stage of the fray and with perfect 
control caused the visitors to pop out at 
will, holding them to five hits. Levey 
again started the big parade by drawing 
a walk, stealing second and third and 
scoring on Young’s sacrifice hit. Levy, 
Derr, Stolle and Freeny did the hitting 
for the Marines. 


Marines AB 
Levey,cf 
Hannah,3b 
Troxall, 1b 
Freeny,1b 
Young.rf 
Stolle,lIf 
Hriszko,ss 
V. Buren,2b 
Fox,2b 
Hudson,c 
Balis,p 
*Fortier 


Totals 


A!St.B’n'ture AB H 
0|Palermo,3b 0 
1|/Flynn,ss 


2!Com’'sky,1b 
Walsh, rf 
2)Conlon,rf 

1| Devers,cf 
0|Bedosky,c 
0| Bejerky,.p 
3|Kritzer,p 

0 


HOR WOR ROH 


loo 


| 


9] 30 


4 


> 
to 


Runs: Levey, Hannah, Freeny (2), Young, 
Fortier, Hudson (2), Balis. Home _ runs: 
Freeny. Two-base hits: Freeny, Hudson, 
Balis. Double plays: Young to Freeny; 
Young to Hriszko. Errors: Flynn, Early, 
Commiskey, Conlon, Bedoskey, Van Buren 
2). Stolen bases: Levey (2), Young, Hud- 
son, Balis. Passed ball: Bedoskey. Sacri- 
fice hits: Stolle, Hriszko. Left on bases: 
Marines, 7; Bonaventure, 7. Struck out: by 
Balis, 10. Base on balls: off Balis, 3; off 
Kritzer, 3 in 5 innings: off Bejerky, 2 in 3 
innings. Hit by pitched ball: Balis (by 
Kritzer). Umpire: Cahill, Time of game: 
2 Hrs. Game at Quantico, Va. 


Marines. 
Levey,cf 
Hannah,3b 
Freeny, 1b 
Young,rf 
Stolle. lf 
Hriszko,ss 
Fox,2b 
V.Buren,2b 
Derr.c 
Scarlett,p 
*Fortier 


ee) 


E/St.B'n'ture ABH 
0| Flynn,ss 3 
Devers,cf 
1!S’kowsky, If 

0) Early,2b 
0|Com'key,1b 

0| Palermo,3b 

Conlon, rf 

0| Bedosky,c 

0| Walsh,ec 

0' Bejersky.p 
0'Sweeney,p 


~ 


Cle 


10 27 1] Totals... 


Totals.. 


to 


*Batted for Van Buren in 6th. 


Marines B22 ee 2.23 3 
Bonaventure ... 0 00001 


Runs—Levey (3), Freeney (2), Fox, Derr, 
Flynn, Devers. Three-base hits—Fox, Pal- 
ermo. Stolen bases—Levey (2), Freeney (2), 
Stolle. Struck out—By Scarlett, 6; by Be- 
jersky, 1: by Sweeney, 1. Base on balls— 
Off Searlett, 1; off Bejersky, 2; off Sweeney, 
2. Hit by pitched ball—Stolle, Derr (by Be- 
jersky). Sacrifice hits—Freeney, Derr, Scar- 
lett, Devers Wild pitch—Scarlett. Passed 
ball—Bedoskey (2), Walsh. Interference with 
batter—Derr. Left on bases—Marines, 5; 
Bonaventure, 3. Double plays—Van Buren to 
Hrisko to Freeney, Skierkowsky to Palermo. 
Umpire—Green. Game at Quantico, Va. 
Time of game, 1 hr. 45 min. 


MARINES TAKE SECOND GAME 
FROM TEMPLE 


Coming back the next day with the 
first game of a two-game series tucked 
safely in their belts, the Marine baseball 
team won an easy victory over Temple 
University at Quantico on April 14. The 
score was 4-2, 


Sam Freeny’s playing in the field and 
at bat starred for the Leathernecks and 
Levey played havoc with the visitors 
when on the bases by stealing two sacks 
later scoring on each. Scarlett pitched 
air-tight ball until the eighth when he 
was relieved by Buckowy. 


Marines AB RH O! T’mple U. AB 
Levey,cf 361 0| Martin, 2b 

Fox, If 1) Wooley,1ib 
Freeny,1b 12| Lightfoot,ss 
Young,rf 1) Wershing, If 
Buren,2b4 6| Hoch,c 
Hannah,3b 3 1\Nichols, cf 
Hriszko,ss 0|Welham,3b 
Derr,c 5| Young,rf 
Scarlett,p H'ch’eiser,p 
Bukowy,p | 


ROT 


| 


34 
100 100 02x—4 
000 000 020—2 


Three-base hit: Lightfoot. Two-base hits: 
Wershing, Freeny, Hannah. Stolen bases: 
Martin, Levey (2), Freeny (2), Young. First 
base on balls: off Hochheiser, 6; off Scarlet, 
2. Struck out: by Hochheiser, 5; by Scarlet, 
4; by Buckowy, 1. Errors: Wooley, Hoch, 
Hannah. 

Umpire: Hughes. Time of game: 1:40. 
Game at Quantico, Va. 


bo 


| 


Totals 


J. J. BUKOWY 
(Pitcher) 


General Facts Computed on Ma- 
rine Corps Baseball Team 
(First 13 Games) 

Total Runs Scored 
Total Hits 

Home Runs 
Three-base 
Two-base Hits 
Stolen Bases 
Errors . 


Individual Home Run Record 
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Thirty-six 


WAKE FOREST BEATS MARINES 
Marines’ Four Errors Add to Defeat by 
Collegians 


The Marine Corps baseball team suf- 
fered their first defeat of the season 
when they fell to the tune of 3-1 before 
Wake Forest College on April 26. Four 
errors by Marine players coming at in- 
opportune times aided the snappy col- 
legian club to walk off with the gravy 
after. a game which was hard fought 
from the third inning. 


Big Jim Baylis, on the mound for the 
Leathernecks, hurled a pretty game, al- 
lowing one walk and fanning six men, 
but failed to get the support usually be- 
hind him. Joyner, the collegian mounds- 
man, struck out five batsmen and gave 
four free passes, but timely hitting and 
a two-run lead gained in the third inning 
allowed him to turn in a winning game. 


Marines ABH OE!IW. F. Cc. ABH OE 
Levey,cf 4 2 410 0 
Han'h.3b. 3 0 1 1/D'wtin,2b 
Free’y.ib. 3 113 O/|C’yton.ss 
Young.rf 0 Riley.1b 40165 1 
Stolle, lf 4 1 2 3032 0 
Hr'zko,ss o f LIP. Joy’r.3b 300 0 
V'n B’n,2b 3 1 1 (310 
Hudson,c 1 0 7 1)Phelps,c 406 0 
Balis,p 3 0 0 OK. Joy'’r,p 300 0 

Totals 30 327 4 Totals 33 €27 1 

*Batted for Van Buren in 9th 
Marines 60060100060 0 OK 
Wake Forest 0032003100 O83 

Runs-—-Hannah Holt, Clayton Lassiter. 
Stolen bases—Freeney, Stolle, Hudson 2) 
Errors—Hannah, Stolle Hriszko, Hudson, 
Riley Sacrifice hits—Freeney, Clayton 


Struck out—By Balis, 6; by K. Joyner, 5 
Rase on balls—Off Balis, 1: off K. Joyner, 4 
First base on errors—Marines, 1; Wake For- 
est, 1 Left on bases—Marines, 5; Wake 
Forest, 5. Umpire—Hughes. Game at Quan- 
tico, Va. Time of game, 1:45. 


G. HRISZKO 
(Shortstop) 


READ MARINE SPORTS 
Written By 
MARINE CORPS WRITERS 


THE IEATHERNECK 


RALLY IN SEVENTH BEATS 
CATHOLIC UNIVERSITY 8-4 


Freeny’s Hitting Leads Attack in Lucky 
Inning 

Showing utter contempt for fear of 
their thirteenth game the Marine Corps 
baseball team stepped out in the seventh 
inning and pounded their way to victory 
over the Catholic University nine at 
Catholic U. Stadium, in Washington on 
May 11. This was the second time this 
season that Keady’s players have regis- 
tered a win over the C. U. team, the 
other game being played in Quantico 
some weeks previous. 

The Cardinals took a running start, 
garnering two runs in the opening inn- 
ing off Joe Vitek of the Marines. By 
the seventh they had stretched their 
lead to 4-2 when suddenly the Leather- 
necks opened an attack which netted 
three runs and from there on rolled 
safely until the end of the game. 

Vitek was relieved by Scarlet in the 
third who weathered until the ‘sixth 
when Keady sent Bukowy into action. 
Bukowy held the Cardinals to one lone 
hit for the balance of the game while 
his mates pounded the ball at random. 
Sam Freeny ran his hitting percentages 
higher by contributing three hits out of 
five times at bat. Levey, Hannah and 
Hriszko got two hits apiece. 


Marines ABHO A/C. U ABHOA 
Levey,2b 6 2 1 3)Hartke,ss 403 3 
Hannah.3b 5 2 0 3)/Keale,ib 110 0 
Freeny.lb 5 3 9 1/Foley,cf 43 1 0 
Young,rf 3 1 1 «=O|Long,3b 403 1 
Stolle,if 5 1 4 1\Mansfield,if 4 1 0 0 
Hill cf 4 0 1 O}Smith,rf 31323 0 
Hriszko,ss 4 2 3 2)/MeGov'n,2b 3 0 1 2 
Hudson,c 4 1 7 1) Belfi,2b 101 0 
Vitek,p 1 0 0 O\Grogan,c 4141 
Scarlet.p 1 0 0 0/Conlin,p 4113 
Bukowy,p 2 01 1 


Totals 40 12 27 21| 
101 000 321—8 


Marines... ..... 
210 010 000—4 


Catholic U, 


Runs: Levey (2), Hannah, Freeny (2), 
Young, Stolle, Hriszko, Keale (2), Foley, 
Grogan Errors—Mansfield, Hannah. Two- 
base hit—Stolle Three-base hits—Foley, 
Mansfield, Conlin Stolen bases—Levey 2), 
Freeny Left on bases—Marines, 6; C J. 
5 Hits—Off Vitek 4 in 2 innings; off 
Scarlet, 5 in 3 innings; off Bukowy, 1 in 4 
innings Hit by pitched ball—By Vitek 
Hartke), by Conlin (Young). Struck out 

Ry Searlet, 3: by Bukowy, 3; by Conlin, 2. 
Winning pitcher—Bukowy 


JIM BALIS 
(Pitcher) 
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MARINES GAIN EARLY LEAD TO 
BEAT LAFAYETTE 6-4 


Scoring four runs in the first inning 
and following with two more tallies in 
the next inning was the extent of the 
Marines scoring activities against Lafay- 
ette College at Quantico on April 16. 
The visitors broke loose in the fifth and 
again in the eighth inning to score a 
total of four runs which failed to fill 
their needed quota for victory. 


The feature of the game were the 
homers clouted out by Levey and Hrisz- 
ko. Bukowy, Balis and Vitek took the 
mound for the Marines during the game. 


Marines ABH O A! La F’y’te ABHOA 
3 2 


Levey,cf 4 2 0 0/Koch,ss 5 1 
Hannah,3b 3 0 3 1/Bell, 1b 00006 
Freeny.lIb 3 0 6 1!Wilson.1b en ae 
Young,rf 4 3 0 O!Grube,c 5 06 2 
Stolle, If 3 0 0 O|Th’pson,cf 5 0 1 6 
Hriszko,ss 2 1 5 3)/Kirk’ski,2b 4 1 1 4 
V. Buren,2b 4 2 1 2/Sarni,if 313 06 
Hudson,ec 2 011 OO'’Reilly.3b 2 0 0 06 
Bukowy,p 0 0 0 O/Chimenti3b 2 0 1 06 
Balis,p 0 0 O O/M’Garvey,rf 10 2 2 
Vitek,p 1 0 0 Yeisley,p 42083 
Pursell 10 0 06 

Totals 26 8 26* 7 36 8 24 12 
Marines 420 000 00x—6 
Runs: Levey, Freeny, Young, Stolle, 


Hriszko, Hudson, Koch, Sarni, O'Reilly and 
Yeisley. Home runs: Hriszko and Levey. 
Three-base hits: Young, Yeisley. Two-base 
hits: Young. Errors: Van Buren, Vitek, 
Koch. Hit by pitcher: Chimenti, McGarvey 
by Bukowy; Stolle, by Yeisley. Left on 
bases: Marines, 4; LaFayette, 11. Struck 
out: by Bukowy, 5 in 6 innings; by Balis, 4 
in 2 innings; by Vitek, 1 in 1 inning; by 
Yeisley, 5. Hits: off Bukowy, 6 in 6 inn- 
ings; off Vitek, 2 in 1 inning; off Balis, 0 
in 2 innings; off Yeisley, 8 Double plays: 
Van Buren to Hriszko to Freeny. Stolen 
bases: Young, Hriszko. Sacrifice hits: Han- 
nah, Hriszko. Time of game, 2:40. Game at 
Quantico, Va. 


H. D. HUDSON 
(Catcher) 


READ ABOUT THE 
BASEBALL GAMES IN 
THE LEATHERNECK 
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PARRIS ISLAND SWAMPS STAND- 
ARD OIL CLUB 

Parris Island, S. C., May 7.—An al- 
leged ball team representing the Stand- 
ard Oil Company of Charleston com- 
pletely crumbled before the marine bats- 
men here this afternoon, the latter hit- 
ting three pitchers for fourteen hits 
and thirteen runs. The entire pitching 
staff of the Marines played in the out- 
field and every substitute on the squad 
played in the game, the first stringers 
being retired after the second inning. 

“Bozo” Duncan socked out his third 
home run and other Marines hit freely 
while the visitors changed players often 
in a vain attempt to stem the batting 
onslaught. Jesse Kidd, on the mound 
for the Leathernecks, had an easy time 
of it, fanning twelve, walking none and 
holding the visiting batters to four hits. 


Pp. M’s. ABR H OjSs. Oil Co. ABR HO 
H’phillss 2 1 0 0/Gunn,3b 
Toomey.ss 2 0 0 l1Banman,cf 4 0 1 3 
M’tieth,ib 3 1 1 7|Miller,rf 410 2 
Dunean,lf 4 2 2 1)R’ves,lf,p 4001 
Bailey,c 2 3 1 8|Hughes,ss,p 2 0 0 0 
Elkins,c 2 0 1 4)\Harlow,ss 30241 
Maddes,2b 3 1 1 1)Mason,2b 4001 
Mar'ger,2b 2 0 1 0jGroms,1b 4007 
Miller,rf 2 3 2 2/Ralston,c 403 7 
Parker,rf 2 0 0 1\Seabrook,p 0 0 0 0 
Pat’son,cf 3 0 3 O/Smith,If 201 0 
Surface,cf 2 0 0 
Wetja,3b 2001 
Hyman,3b 1 0 0 0 
Kidd,p 4220 
Totals.. 36 13 14 27| Totals... 34 1 7 24 
123456789 RHE 
Marines ......... 45030010x—13 M4 1 
Standard Oil Co..000000010—1 7 
Two-base hits—Bailey (1), Paterson (1), 
Kidd (1), Miller, Barnman (1), Mason (1). 
Three-base hits—Maddes (1), Peterson (1). 
Home run—Duncan (1). Stolen bases—Mil- 
ler (1), Peterson (1), Duncan (1). Struck 


out—By Kidd, 12; by Seabrook, 2; by Hughes, 


1; by Reeves, 4. “Base on balls—Off Sea- 
brook, 2; off Hughes, 1. Passed ball—Hals- 
ton (1). Hits—Off Seabrook, 8 in two in- 
nings; off Hughes, 2 in two innings; off 
Reeves, 4 in five innings. Losing pitcher— 
Seabrook. Umpires—Richards and Ryckman. 


Second Game 

May 8.—The Marines continued wag- 
ing their withering offensive on the 
Standard Oil Company of Charleston 
here this afternoon, the former tallying 
seventeen hits and twenty runs while 
the visitors accounted for six runs. 
Smith, on the mound for the Leather- 
necks, hurled a fine game, but appar- 
ently tiring of the one-sided game 
toward the end, allowed nearly all of 


Two-base hits—Hemphill (1), Maddes 


the visitors total of nine hits at this 
stage. 
8. Oil Co. ABR H 1. M's. ABRHO 
Smith,rf 4 1 2 O|H’phill,ss 43 3 2 
E.Bar’n,cf 5 1 1 O/Toomey.ss 1 00 1 
L.Bar'’n,lf 65 0 1 2|M’tieth,1b 3 3 010 
sunn,3b 4 0 1 2/Duncan,if § 431 
Ken'dy,2b 5 1 1 2)Maddes,2b 5 4 4 0 
Groom, 1b 3 1 1 TBailey,c 303 7 
Gary,ss 3 1 1 2/Miller,rf 00 3 
Ralston,c 1 0 0 6/Peterson,cf 4 1 1 2 
S’brook,p 2 1 0 1)Wetja,3b 232321 0 
Reeves,rf 2 0 0 1/Smith,p 5 3 2 0 
Hughes,p 1 0 1 1)Elkins,c 20041 
*Miller 1 0 0 O|/Hyman,3b 2 00 0 
— — — —|Maringer,2b 1 0 0 1 
Totals.. 36 6 9 24 ——_—— — 
Totals... 42 20 17 27 
*Batted for Kennedy in the ninth. 
123456789 
Marines ......... 20164610x—2017 0 
Standard Oil Co..120001020—6 9 4 
( 
( 


Gray (1). Three-base hits—Maddes . 
Wetja (1), Smith (1), L. Barriman (1). 
Stolen bases—Peterson (4), Duncan (2), Mil- 
ler (1), Wetja (1), Monteith (1). Double 
play—Maringer to Toomey to Monteith. Sac- 
rifice hits—Peterson (1), Duncan (1), Mon- 
teith (1). Struck out—By Smith, 8; by 
Seabrook, 2; by Hughes, 3. Base on balls— 
Off Smith, 5; off Seabrook, 2; off Hughes, 2. 


Hits—Off Seabrook, 5 in three innings; off 


Hughes, 12 in 5 innings. Losing pitcher— 
Hughes. Wild pitches—Hughes (1), Smith 
(1). Passed ball—Kennedy (1). Umpires— 


Richards and Baldwin. 


Time of me, 
hours and a half. : - 


~ Miller 


THE IBATHERNECK 


GRANITEVILLE SHUT-OUT IN 
SECOND GAME 


Parris Island, S. C., Apr. 25.—Appar- 
ently not satisfied with their 12-to-1 
victory over the Graniteville (S. C.), 
club yesterday, the Marines tightened 
up a little today to close the visitors out 
7 to 0 in a game which if somewhat one- 
sided, did not lack for thrills. The 
Leatherneck editions of Babe Ruth slug- 
ged the ball for ten hits and while on 
the defense played a game so close that 
the towners had little opportunity to 
reach the third rest. 


“Bozo” Duncan slammed out another 
homer, his second in as many days, and 
Miller, whose vastly improved hitting 
is one of the features of this season’s 
play, drove one far over center, reaching 
home before the field had captured the 
ball. An all-around athlete, Miller is 
one of the fastest runners in the Marine 
Corps. 

Marine fans discovered in Harry 
Smith, a recent addition to the Parris 
Island pitching staff, and who worked 
his first game today, a hurler who might 
easily “make” state league class. Dis- 
playing a lightning-like delivery, Smith 
fanned seven and allowed only three 
hits, apparently fresh at the end. The 
addition of Smith and Parker to the 
Islander’s pitching staff has obliterated 
their greatest handicap. 


P.L.M’s. AB R H Ojsrant’ville. ABR HO 
Hemp'll,ss 3 2 1 1/Taylor,cf 40 0 3 
Mont’th,ib 5 0 1 T/Ed.Cor’y,3b 401 0 
Duncan,if 3 1 1 3)jLiv’gston,e 3 0 0 6 
Maddes,2b 3 0 0 O|Attaway,2b 3 0 1 0 
Miller,rf 2 2 1 4\Herlong,lf 3 00 1 
Wetja,3b 3 1 1 1/\Padgett,rf 3 0 0 2 
Pet’son,cf 4 0 2 4/Devlin.ib 3 0 011 
Bailey,c 3 0 0 6\Dockins,ss 3 0 0 0 
Smith,p 4 1 2 0O|Bobo,p 
*Mar’ger,2b 0 0 0 0| 
Toomey,ss 1 0 0 0} 
tHyman,3b 1 01 0 

Totals.. 32 710 27; Totals... 29 0 3 24 


Runs—Hemphill (2), Miller (2), Duncan 
(1), Wetja (1), Smith (1). Two-base hits— 
Montieth (1), Wetja (1), Peterson (1), Smith 
(1). Home runs—Miller (1), Duncan (1). 
Stolen base—Hemphill (1). Sacrifice hits— 
(1). Struck out—By Smith, 7; by 
Bobo, 5. Walked—By Smith, 0; by Bobo, 4. 
Umpires—Richards and Baldwin. 


SECOND RICHMOND GAME HALTED 
IN FIFTH INNING 

Parris Island, S. C., Apr. 30.—Rain 
ended in the fifth what promised to be 
another one-sided game here this after- 
noon, the Marines running up seven runs 
in four times up while Richmond Acade- 
my scored two, their first in the two- 
game series. The Marines’ line-up was 
a mixed-up affair, pitchers playing in the 
outfield, Bill Hartley hurling his first 
game, and virtually every substitute get- 
ting a crack at the Academy’s chuckers. 


P.I.M’s. ABR H OjRich'nd A. ABR HO 
Mont’th,ib 1 0 0 4/Cook,3b 2010 
Pet’son,cf 2 0 0 O/Bard,rf 201 32 
Dunecan,lf 3 0 1 i1/Sheppard,2b 2 0 0 0 
Maddes,c 3 1 #1 2/Bruce,ss 30041 
Mil’r,rf,lb 2 1 1 3/Beattie,cf 2001 
Hyman,3b 2 1 1 1/Wiggins,c 2 141 1 
Toomey,ss 2 1 1 1\Bagby,if 2011 
Mar’ger,2b 2 1 1 2/Flem’ng,ib 2 1 1 6 
Hartley,p 2 1 0 1\/Hend’son,p 2 0 0 0 
*Kidd,rf 100 0 
+Surface,cf 1 0 0 0} 

Totals.. 21 7 7 is Totals... 19 2 5 12 


*Batted for Montieth in the 2nd inning, 
+Batted for Peterson in the 4th inning. 
7 


Richmond A. .-01001 —2 5 3 
Three-base hits—Wiggins, Duncan. Two- 


Struck out—By 
Base on balls— 


base hits—Toomey, Kidd. 
Henderson, 1; by Hartley, 2. 


Off Hartley, 2. Umpires—Richards and 
Ryckman. 


Thirty-seven 


GRANITEVILLE SPRINGS SURPRISE 
IN THIRD GAME 


Parris Island, S. C., Apr. 27.—Granite- 
ville started with a home run made by 
Feaster on the second pitched ball of the 
game here this afternoon, and from then 
on scored in every inning but two to vio- 
lently shake the Marines down with a 
13-to-7 score in the third and last game 
of their series. The visitors slammed 
everything Marine hurler Parker had to 
offer for three innings, when he was.re- 
placed by Surface, who also failed to 
hinder the Carolinians’ slugging feasta. 

The writer has never witnessed such 
a complete reversal of form in twenty- 
four hours as that displayed by the 
Leathernecks today. After easily winning 
their first two games from the Towners 
with scores of 12 to 1 and 7 to 0, they 
smashed completely, scoring only three 
runs up to the ninth, when a belated 
rally gave them four more. 

The only feature of the Marine’s play- 
ing which approached consistency with 
their former offerings was their hitting. 
Double sackers were frequent and the 
ball took many rides in the general 
direction of a blinding sun, but it was 
apparently the visitors’ day. They man- 
aged to get under nearly everything. 

Probably less than half of the runs 
chalked up for Graniteville were earned. 
In the Marines’ hands, the ball seemed 
to be greased Passed balls, wild throws 
and numerous other errors caused their 
first defeat in the nine games played this 
season. 


P.I.M’s. ABR H OjGran’ville.e ABR H O 
Hemp’llss 5 2 1 1)Feaster,rf 
Mont’th,ib 5 1 1 13|Taylor,cf 6 2 2 3 
Dunean,if 2 1 1 2/Liv’gston,ib 4 2 411 
Maddes,2b 4 1 2 OjAttaway,2b 5 2 1 2 
Miller,rf 5 0 1 0)Herlong,c 5 24 5 
Wetja,3b 5 1 1 2E.Corley,3b 5 11 1 
Pet’son,cf 4 0 1 2/Ev.Cor’y,lf 5 1 1 3 
Bailey,c 3 0 3 6\/Dockins,ss 4 11 2 
Parker,p 1 0 0 O|Williams,p 5 1 2 0 
Surface,p 3-8 

Totals.. 36 7 11 27 Totals...45 13 18 27 
110000014—-711 9 
Graniteville ..... 11421013 0—13 18 0 

Runs—Hemphill (2), Montieth (1), Duncan 
(1), Maddes (1), Wetja (1), Surface (1), 


Feaster (1), Taylor (2), Livingston (2), At- 
taway (2), Herlong (2), Ed. Corley (1), Ev. 
Corley (1), Dockins (1), Williams (1). Two- 
base hits—Bailey (2), Maddes (1), Miller 
(1), Dunean (1), Wetja (1), Williams (1), 
Livingston (1). Three-base hit—Ev. Corley 
(1). Home run—Feaster (1). Stolen bases— 
Maddes (1), Herlong (1). Struck out—By 
Williams, 4; by Surface, 4; by Parker, 2. 
Base on balls—Off Williams, 2; off Surface, 
Passed balls—Herlong (2). Hits—Offt 
Parker, 8 in 3 innings; off Surface, 10 in 6 
innings. Losing pitcher—Parker. Umpires— 
Richards and Baldwin. 


REPORT SHOWS P. I. CLUB BAT- 
TING AND FIELDING ABOVE PAR 

That Parris Island has been putting 
forth a brand of BIG league baseball 
this season is confirmed in the batting 
and fielding averages computed up to, 
and including the game played on May 
3. Consistent hitting and steady field- 
ing have run the averages of the players 
high in three points. 

The list, which is published in other 
columns, gives games, times at bat, runs 
scored, hits and errors, plus a total bat- 
ting and fielding percentage. To any 
fan’s keen eye is portrayed a picture of 
a snappy ball club playing its schedule 
with an unusual supply of pep and zest 
game after game. Instead of attempt- 
ing to comment on the showing it will be 
best to let you muse over it alone. 
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BAILEY’S HITTING HELPS BEAT P. I. BEATS GRANITEVILLE 12-1 P. I. BEATS ERSKINE IN SECOND = 
ERSKINE t Parris Island, S. C., Apr. 25. —The GAME tc 
Parris Island, S. C., May 2.—With the Marines mighty bambinos stepped to the Parris Island, S. C., May 3—After Ba: 
opposing pitchers working approximate- : dois y : trailing behind by one run for four inn- 1: 
ly at par with each other, the Marines plate with a vengeance at Lee Field here ings, the Marines rallied in the eighth in 
scored in six innings here this afternoon this afternoon to sock out fourteen hits at Lee Field this afternoon to win their — 
to win from Erskine College 9 to 5. and complete the circuit twelve times, second game from Erskine College 8 to 
The game was probably the best seen leaving Graniteville trailing with one 6. The game was the most stubborn one 
here this season, although two of the seen here this season, first one team co 
Leathernecks’ top liners did not play marker. The Leathernecks took five then the other taking the lead, Parker, 
due to injury. Montieth, star first sack- doubles, a triple and furnished an unusu- Marine hurler, was relieved after the 
er, was forced to remain on the bench ally good early-week attendance with a second by Smith, who was not up to A. 
with a spiked instep, and Peterson, cen; hill in the seventh when the stalwart his usual form, while visiting mounds. fof 
or, § P ys med to have s hing 
ankle. Bozo” Duncan leaned on his third strike which kept the Marines from getting aft 
Both hurlers were freely hit, but Ers- for a homer that sailed far enough over clean hits. Sor 
kine drew some costly errors. The Ma- center to give him time to limp around With two men down in the eighth, en 
rine bambinos hit often, according ane the bases with a sprained knee and time the Islanders came back strong when see 
by to spare. Miller singled to left, stole second on wit 
wae Swe triples and one sing e, and the Jesse Kidd took the mound for the first the second pitched ball and third on the eon 
mighty Duncan came through with three e : fourth, coming home when Wetja beat 
hits out of four times up. Three bat- of the three-game series with the Georg- out an infield hit Hyman singled to fea 
ters, two Marines and one Erskine play- ians and turned in a fine all-around game right, Wetja going to third and scoring fen 
i pi lls during the wall anc 
er, pitched balls for the Leathernecks. He fanned eight, on Bailey’s single to left. Hyman went 
game, the visitor requiring medical a figured in double plays, stole one base, to second on the bingle and scored on m 
tention. Erskine is expected to come : a. Smith’s single to left. Errors again fur 
back strong in the second game, which got a double and two singles in three proved costly to the visitors. while the a | 
is to be played at Lee Field tomorrow. times up, and completed the circuit for Marines played their usual tight game . 
P. I. M. AB R H o E'sk.ne. AB R H ° three runs. while on the defensive. Fie 
emphill,ss 3 2 Smith,c 2 e 
Peterson,cf 1 0 1 0/Pratt,3b § 001 P.1I.M's. AB RH O/Gran'ville. ABR HO P. I M. AB R H O!lErskine C. AB R HO his 
xHyman,.cf 4 1 1 2)Cudd,.ss 301 3 Hemp'llss 4 0 1 2/Feaster,rf 4011 Hemphill,ss 3 0 3! Smith.c 4 0 3 
Duncan,if 4 1 3 I/Hindman,cf 4 0 1 4 Duncan,If 4 1 2 1/Taylorcf 4 0 0 1 Peterson.cf 3 i 1 1)Pratt,3b [3 on met 
Maddes,2b 3 0 O 8)Jones,2b Mont’th,ib 5 1 1 10\Livin’ton,c 4 0 0 2 Dunean,if 3 1 0 O/\Cudd,ss whe 
Miller,1b 4 0 0 8/B’kly,F.,1b, 4 1 1 6 Maddes,2b 5 1 2 IljAttaway,2b 4 0 0 3 Maddes.2b 4 1 1 4/Hindman,cf 4 2 1 06 wit! 
Kidd,rf 4 0 1! Bonner,p 302 3 Wetja,3b 4 2 1 2)Ed.Cor’y.3b 3 01 4 Miller.1b 4 1 2 9\Jones.2b 
Wetja,3b 2 2 0 1/B’kley.H.If 3 1 0 2 Miller,rf 3 2 1 1)O’Banion,If 2 0 0 3 Wetja,3b 4 1 1 O/Phillipsrf 4 0 11 T 
Bailey,c 5 1 3 5/)Burgess,rf & Pet’son,cf 3 0 2 Deviin,1b Hyman,rf 4 1 2 2)Bonner,1b 2006 aro 
Surface,p 4 1 1 OxxWhite 6100 Bailey,c 2 1 1 8S8Dockins,ss 3 0 0 2 Bailey,c 4 0 1 8/Barkley,If 438% W 
— — — —/*Hinckley,rf 2 0 2 0 Kidd,p 3 3 3 l1{Ev.Cory.p 2 00 0 Parker,p 1 0 0 O/Gettys.p 413232680 e 
Totals 36 9 11 27) *Hyman,if 1 1 0 0 Smith,p 301 0 Mil 
33 5 10 24 ————| — — 
xHyman batted for Peterson in 3rd. Totals.. 34 12 14 27) Totals... 29 1 3 24 Totals 33 8 9 27 35 6 10 24 sain 
xxRan for Burgess in 5th. Smi ap 
. Batted f Duncan in 8th. Smith went in for Parker in the 3rd. 
Batted for Burgess in — = Runs “Duncan (1), Montieth (1), Maddes Marines . «1 wseeseeeeees 302 000 03x—8 94 cent 
Marines . . ..seeeeeeeeees 012 212 10x—9 11 1 (1), Wetja (2), Miller (2), Bailey (1), Kidd Erskine College .......-. 220 200 000—6 10 2 
Erakine . . ..+-seeseeseees 000 030 020—5 10 4 (3), Hyman (1), Delvin (1). Two-base hits— Two-base hits—Barkley. Three-base_hits A 
Two-base hits—Duncan, Jones. Three- Duncan, 1; Kidd, 1; Maddes, 1; Miller, 1; —Maddes. Stolen bases—Miller (3), Wetja, star 
base hits—Duncan, Bailey (2). Sacrifice Peterson, 1; Corley 1. Three-base hits— Hemphill. Struck out—By _ Gettys, 3; Par- 
hits—Bonner, Maddes. Stolen bases—Hind- Wetja, 1; Devlin, 1. Home run—Duncan. ker, 1; Smith, 5. Base on balis—Off Gettys, Mor 
man, Miller, Wetja. Struck out—By Sur- Stolen bases—Miller, 2; Duncan, 1; Kidd, 1; 2; Parker, 1; Smith, 1. Passed balls— f 
face, 5; Bonner, 4. Base on balls—Off Sur- Feaster, 1. Double play—Kidd to Montieth. Smith, 2. Wild pitches—Smith, 3. Win- orr 
face, 4; Bonner, 4. Hit by pitcher: By Sur- Struck out—By Kidd, 8; by Corley, 1. Base ning pitcher—Smith. Umpires—Baldwin and doul 
face (Burgess); by Bonner (Wetja-Maddes). on balls—Off Kidd, 2; off Corley, 2. Hit by Richards, e 
pitch—Surface. Umpires—Richards pitched ball—By Corley (Kidd). Passed Wet 
and yckman. ball—Livingston. F RICHMOND ACADEMY EASY FOR full, 
PARRIS ISLAND and 
. Parris Island,*S. C., Apr. 29—Playin 
PARRIS ISLAND BASEBALL TEAM, SEASON 1927 
BATTING AND FIELDING AVERAGES INCLUDING GAMES OF MAY hurl : : aaneiinl cam 
°ND AND 3RD urler, Kidd, present, but apparently Mill 
. _ Batti Fieldin taking a vacation, the Leathernecks oe 
R H E “4 knocked out two pitchers, garnered 13 TI 
Kidd . 18 144 1.000 hits and fourteen runs here this after- here 
noon, closing out Richmond Academy. to t 
Bailey 10 35 5 15 5 428 952 Miller hit out his s d ho of 
Smith 2 7 1 3 1 425 750 play 
eee 5 10 5 4 3 “400 TRS the season, and other Marine bambinos 
13 4 i “384 900 slammed the ball all over the lot. man 
tee Ceeececssorceses 13 47 10 18 1 “383 “950 Several substitutes on the Marine nine man 
5 8 1 3 0 375 got an opportunity to play a full game U. 
laringer 4, and displayed good form, Maringer mel 
11 34 14 12 4 851 sally plavi eto 
es 13 46 11 16 i 347 941 especially playing a fine defensive game 
MON ost ‘ at second. The game was the first of a 
13 44 13 15 0 .340 1.000 two-game series to be played here. Hem 
11 40 12 «10 0 250 1.000 
11- 43 12 10 1 .232 970 FLMars. ABR H OjRichn'd A. ABR HO wont 
11 40 7 9 4 .225 .937 Pet’son.cf 5 3 3 2iBard if 4002 Wetj 
6 16 3 3 2 .187 .800 2 2 4 0 3 
Mil'er,rf, 22 truce,ib,.p 4 0 6 
Elkins 2 4 0 0 0 .000 1.000 H’mangbrt 4 0 0 Baile 
2 0 yoo 1.000 Maringer,2b 3 0 1 1/Bagby.cf 2002 Kidd, 
d Toomey,ss 3 1 1 2/Garzett, 6 
2 666 Bailey.c 200 $0 Tot 
Kidd, 4 1 1 0O|}Hend’son, 1001 
STANDING OF THE PITCHERS ‘Wetla3b 11 1 1003 
+Maddes 2 1 0 Marin 
Games Won Lost Average U. of 
5 5 0 1.000 Totals.. 34 14 13 27] Totals...29 0 324 Rur 
SU *Batted for Montieth in the 5th. Madd 
5 4 0 Batted for Bailey in the 5th. 
HARTI EY ee 2 2 0 1.0 0 tBatted for Henderson in the 5th. Swink 
yt ee 1 1 0 1.000 123456789 RHE Sacrif 
2 0 1 0.000 Marines .........30342011x—14 13 2 
Richmond ....... 000000000—0 35 es 
Two-base hit—Peterson. Three-base hits— 


k 
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Double 
Flemming. 


Home run—Miller. 
Sheppard to 


Miller, Kidd. 
play—Beattie to 


Stolen bases—Miller, Montieth. Struck out—' 


By Kidd, 6; by Henderson, 2; by Bruce, 4. 
Bases on balls—Off Kidd, 1; off Henderson, 
1: off Bruce, 5. Hits—Off Henderson, 9 hits 
in 5 innings; off Bruce, 4 hits in 3 innings. 
Losing pitcher—Henderson. Umpires—Rich- 
ards and Baldwin. 


COLLEGIANS BEATEN 6-1 BY PAR» 
RIS ISLAND 

Parris Island, S. C., Apr. 16.—Playing 
throughout like majors, the Marines 
clouted the ball all over the lot here this 
afternoon to win from the University of 
South Carolina, 6 to 1, taking part re- 
venge for their two-game defeat at the 
hands of the college men last season, 
and displaying a club that should rank 
with the best in the southeast this sea- 
son. The Marine’s hitting was the chief 
feature of the afternoon and their de- 
fensive game a fine display of team work 
and precision. 

Swink, husky catcher for the visitors, 
furnished a thrill in the fifth round when 
a lusty swing knocked the ball over 
second and just away from center to give 
him a home run, the first made on Lee 
Field this season and the only score for 
his team. The visiting hitters, however, 
met their nemesis in Marine hurler Kidd, 
who throughout the nine innings pitched 
with terrific speed, retiring nine. 

The Leathernecks started their way 
around the circuit in the second stanza. 
Wetja, first man up, took a walk, and 
Miller singled to left. Peterson flew out 
to the pitcher and Bailey, next up, took 
a powerful clout for a double over left 
center. Wetja and Miller rode in on it. 

Again in the third the sea soldiers 
started the scoring. Duncan walked and 
Montieth got first on fielder’s choice, the 
former being retired at second. Maddis 
doubled to left and Montieth took third. 
Wetja again walked and with the bases 
full, Miller singled to second, Duncan 
and Montieth reaching home. Peterson 
took first on fielder’s choice and Wetja 
came home. Bailey hit out to third, but 
Miller got safely home. 

The game drew the largest crowd seen 
here this season, many visitors coming 
to the post to see the University men 
play. General Harry Lee, Post Com- 
mander, occupied his box and visited with 
many of the players while the famous 
U. S. Marine Band played the latest 
melodies. 


P.L.M’s. ABR H of S.C. ABBR HO 
Hemphill.ss 4 0 0 3/Dalley,cf 3001 
Duncan, If 3 0 1 1/Farr,if 
Mont’th,lb 4 1 0 7|Rogers,ss 4014 
Maddes.2b 4 1 1 3)Windus,ib 4 0 0 9 
Wetja,3b 2 2 1 1/Burke,rf 401 2 
Miller,rf 4 2 2 2|Nolan,3b 200 2 
Pet'son,cf 4 0 0 1)/Lamar,2b 300 0 
Bailey,c 4 0 1 9$Swink,c 
Kidd,p 4 0 1 O|Stoddardjp 3 0 2 1 
Totals.. 32 6 7 27| Totals... 31 1 6 24 

? 123456789 RHE 
02400000x—6 71 
Runs—Wetja (2), Miller (2), Montieth, 


Maddes, Swink. Two-base hits—Kidd, Bai- 
ley, Maddes, Wetja, Stoddard. Home run— 
Swink. Stolen bases—Miller, Wetja, Swink. 


Sacrifice hits—Nolan, Dalley. Base balls— 
Off Stoddard (2). alls 
1; by Kidd, 9. 
Hemphill. 


Struck out—By Stoddard, 
Double play—Maddes to 


THE LEATHERNECK 
SHORTS 
SPORTS 


Ed Hagenah 
Sports Editor 


In the past very little space has been 
devoted in this magazine to one of the 
greatest sports in the service, especially 
the Navy and Marine Corps. We have 
reference to that man’s game—crew rac- 
ing. The omission of this news was far 
from intentional, but simply because 
news regarding it seldom reached this 
office. 

The sport, which is almost entirely 
confined to men doing duty aboard ship, 
has always been most keenly partici- 
pated in by rival ships and fleets since 
the days of frigates. Of course in those 
days, as it is now, the sailors comprised 
the majority of the crews as the navy 
men are always in the majority. 

However, in looking back through the 
records it is found that in many of the 
famous crews Marines often pulled an 
oar for the glory and honor of their 
ship and in later years whale-boat crews 
were formed comprised entirely of Ma- 
rines. It is in these crews that our in- 
terest naturally centers. 


The latest honors brought to the Corps 
was by the Mariné racing crew of the 
U. S. S. “Colorado,” who pulled their 
boat to victory in the stirring race be- 
tween the crews of the vessels in the 
battle and scouting fleets held in Guan- 
tanamo Bay in April. (A complete story 
of this race is in other columns.) This 
crew are the possessors of the Challenge 
Trophy and the All-Navy Cup and con- 
tributed 10 of the 25 points towards the 
winning of the All-Navy Rowing Su- 
premacy Trophy. 

It is hoped that correspondents aboard 
ships will not fail to keep us posted on 
the activities of their Marine crews. 


There is an old saying that a Marine 
will try anything once. This was again 
lived up to by the Leathernecks sta- 
tioned in Peking who were invited by the 
Italian Guard doing duty there to en- 
gage in a soccer game. Not knowing 
anymore about the game than the fact 
that the ball is booted around, but not 
desiring to disappoint their comrades in 
arms a team was organized and a series 
of games played. Needless to say, the 
Marines were beaten, but the outcome is 
that they found they liked the game and 
have made plans to form a real succer 
team for next season. 


College football has again weathered 
the usual winter brow-beating it gets 
every year and is now standing by to 
show the world that it is not as bad as 
some folks would paint it. One widely 
known college president came out flat- 
footed and demanded that only certain 
grades of students be permitted to play 
the game and that schedules be arranged 
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PARRIS ISLAND WINS 2ND GAME 
FROM U. OF SOUTH CAROLINA 


Parris Island, S. C., Apr. 18, 1927.— 
Heavy slugging featured by two and 
three-base hits furnished the thrills in 
the Marine’s second win over the Uni- 
versity of South Carolina here this 
afternoon, and although the college men 
started what seemed like a rally in the 
seventh, it was short lived, leaving them 
on the short end of a 9-to-2 score. 


The Leathernecks knocked hurler Scott 
from the mound in the seventh round, 
and was replaced by Jackson, who also 
failed to hinder to a noticeable extent 
the Marine’s hitting. Surface, pitching 
for the latter, allowed seven hits, but 
the would-be circuit runners for the 
most part failed to reach third. 


P.I.M’s. ABR H O|!U. of 8S. C. ABBR HO 
Hemp’ll,ss 4 1 1 1\Salley,cf 400 2 
Dunean,if 3 1 1 1)Farr,if 400 2 
Mont’th,ib 3 1 0 8/Rogers,ss 301 32 
Maddes,2b 4 0 1 5)Windus,lb 4 0 0 9 
Wetja,3b 4 1 1 O|Burke,rf ap 
Miller,rf 3 2 1 4|Nolan,3b Bak 
Pet’sno,cf 4 1 2 2)Lamar,2b 
Bailey,c 4 2 3 5/Swink,c 303 4 
Surface,p 4 0 0 1/Scott,p » 
Jackson,pp 0 0 0 0 

Totals 33 910 27| Totals 31 2 7 24 
123456789 RHE 

10120401x—910 0 


Runs—Hemphill, Duncan, Montieth, Wetja, 
Miller (2), Peterson, Bailey (2), Nolan, La- 
mar. Stolen base—Hemphill. Double plays— 
Maddes to Montieth. Two-base hits—Bai- 
ley, Peterson. Three-base hits—Maddes, 
Miller. Struck out—By Scott, 3; by Surface, 
2; by Jackson, 1. Base on balls—Oft Scott, 
2: off Surface, 2. Hit by pitched ball—By 
Surface (Rogers). Innings pitched—By Scott, 
6; by Jackson, 2. Hits—Off Scott, 8; off 
Jackson, 2. Loosing pitcher—Scott. Um- 
pires—Behind the plate, Baldwin; on bases, 
Richards. 


so that colleges play two games each 
season with each other. 

However, nothing radical was done to 
alter the rules under which the game is 
played and it is well that there were no 
drastic changes made. The game has 
proven its worth in many respects both 
from the students standpoint and from a 
financial viewpoint. Of course, the finan- 
cial end of the game is not intended 
to be connected in any way with the 
students, but in many cases permits col- 
leges to carry on other sports and teams 
~vhich they would otherwise be forced 
to close down due to the lack of funds. 

It is felt that the “hands-off policy” 
would be the proper stand for meddling 
individuals to take until they have some- 
thing constructive to offer in place of 
the rulings and present game which is 
drawing the largest crowds since the 
days of the Roman Colisium. 


Another Marine gained fame for him- 
self and the Corps recently when Cap- 
tain P. W. Bierman was selected by the 
faculty of Tulane University, of New 
Orleans, to act as head football coach 
of that institution. The choice of Cap- 
tain Bierman was very popular through- 
out the south and was received favorably 
in every paper. 

Captain Bierman, who served with 
the Corps overseas, was formerly coach 
of A and M College in Mississippi and 
during his time turned out some very 
excellent squads. 
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LEATHERNECK BOXING NOTES 


Matt Adgie, ex-Marine and Philadel- 
phia’s “Fighting Iseman,” has several 
big bouts in view for the coming out- 
door season. Agie is said to always be a 
drawing card as the fans know he can 
hit. He is a light-heavyweight. 


Another ex-Leatherneck, Tex Stovall, 
of Washington, D. C., is about to em- 
bark on another string of out-door 
shows. Tex suffered heavily at the 
hands of Sweeney, Marine Corps welter- 
weight, some while back, but it is said 
that he has greatly improved since then. 


Ray Maxwell, former Marine and wel- 
terweight battler, is standing by for a 
bout with Sergt. Sammy Baker, well- 
known New York welter. If Maxwell 
wins this fight he will be well on his 
way to fame and big purses. 


One of the best bouts witnessed in 
Richmond, Va., lately was the recent 
bout between Young Mahoney of the 
Marine Barracks, Norfolk, against Billy 
Harris, former sparring partner of Bob- 
by Garcia. The bout went the full ten 
rounds and Harris received the decision. 
Mahoney is said to be a comer with a 
punch that is heavy for the welter class. 


Doing duty with the Marine Guard 
aboard the U. S. S. “Oklahoma” are two 
Leathernecks who are rapidly rising to 
the fore in boxing circles. These worthies 
are Kid Carter and L. W. Peterson, wel- 
terweight and junior lightweight boxers 
respectively. Carter, who is well-known 
along the west coast, held the welter- 
weight belt of the 11th Naval District 
for two years until transferred aboard 
the “Oklahoma” last February. He hails 
from Miles, Montana, and fought 
throughout the middle west before en- 
listing in the Corps. Carter weighs 
around 147 ringside and is anxious to 
meet Hugh Sweeney some nice day this 
summer. 

Peterson, who is from Burlington, 
Iowa, has a growing list of wins to his 


BATTING AVERAGES OF MA- 
RINE CORPS BASEBALL 
TEAM 
(First 10 games.) 

Players At Bat Hits Pet. 
Ere 12 6 .500 
21 9 428 
33 14 424 
33 12 .363 
Van Buren 25 9 .360 
9 3 .333 
aa 18 6 .333 
39 12 .307 
7 2 .285 
Hriszko ...... 38 9 .236 
18 4 222 
Portier? ....... 10 2 200 
Hannah ...... 28 5 175 
Seariett ...... 1 125 
Bukowy ...... 6 0 .000 
eer 2 0 .000 
1 0 .000 
2 0 .000 
PITCHING AVERAGES 
Players Won Lost 
4 0 
1 0 
Sebreider 1 0 


NOTES ON THE TEAM 


credit. He now holds the junior light- 
weight division honors and is ready to 
step out for higher rewards. 


Blackie Rohanna, of Norfolk, is billed 
to appear on the card to be held at the 
smoker in Red Men’s Hall, Berkley, Va., 
on May 27. Rohanna, who holds the 
welter belt of the Fifth Naval District, 
is planning to be active again this sum- 
mer. 


If You Want to Keep Track 
of Marine Boxers 


Read THE LEATHERNECK 


Nason, a southpaw of lots of ability, 
has been added to the Marine Corps’ 
baseball team at Quantico. 


Bill Scarlett, who joined the team from 
Coca Sola in March, has been given a 
number of tough hurling assignments 
by Coach Keady as the latter feels Bill 
has the makings of real stuff in him. 
Scarlett has lots of speed on the ball and 
should be an ace on the mound next sea- 
son if he continues at the pace he has 
been going. 


Tom Stolle has forgotten the mound 
for duty in the outfield this season. Stolle 
has held a nice batting and fielding per- 
centage to date this year and covers the 
left field like the dew. 


Another change was for the best was 
the bringing of Jim Levey from center 
into the infield where he has made good 
covering second. Levey’s speed and 
flash has stood him in good stead and 
his playing is similar to that of Frankie 
Frisch. 


Hudson and Derr have alternated at 
duty behind the bat, both showing 
marked improvement as the schedule 
progresses. Derr, who was with Parris 
Island last season, has had his eye on 
the ball to date while Hudson had a 
neat .333 to his credit at the last record- 
ing. 


The major pitching assignments have 
fallen on the shoulders of Buckowy and 
Balis, who have borne the burden with 
marked success. Balis shows great im- 
provement over his work of last season 
and seldom runs into difficulty. Buckowy 
either opens a game to stay throughout 
or is thrown in to break up an attack of 
opposing batsmen. 


Joe Vitek, who recently shipped over 
after a sojourn in civilian ball circles, 
has failed to get his stride so far this 
year. Vitek probably needs a little hot 
weather under his skin before he gets 
down to real business. 


Dupont Circle 


18th Street and Columbia Road 


THE RIGGS NATIONAL BANK 


OF WASHINGTON, D.C, 


EVERY MODERN BANKING SERVICE 


FIVE BRANCHES 
CONVENIENTLY LOCATED 


1503 Pennsylvania Ave., N. W. 


14th Street and Park Road 
7th and Eye Streets, N. W. 


RESOURCES, OVER $45,000,000. 
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MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 
Continued from page 25 


when same is read to them at our meet- 
ing on April 28th, 1927. When the oc- 
easion arises to turn out for some cele- 
bration most of our members surely do 
make a run for the recruiting station to 
“beg, borrow or steal” a marine outfit 
used for the occasion. 


THE RAMBLING MARINE 


The Trials and Tribulations of an Ex- 
Leatherneck on a 30,000 Mile Tour 
of the U. S. and Canada 


By Joseph F. Raker 


All my life I’ve had the Wanderlust. 
Therefore you can easily imagine that, 
after staying “Put” in one place for 
seven long years, it was high time for 
me to be on my way. 

However, being in business and a mar- 
ried man, the “Rub” was how to get 
started and where to go. During the 
past winter I finally made up my mind 
to follow “Arthur Brisbane’s” advice and 
see our own country first, that is, to 
make a tour of the U. S. and Canada. 

Having been elected National Judge 
Advocate, of the Marine Corps League, 
at the last National Convention, and my 
home town of Erie, Pa., being slated for 
the next Nat. Con., the thought struck 
me I could kill two birds with one stone; 
that is, to get acquainted with the vari- 
ous Marine Posts and League Detach- 
ments and at the same time get some 
needed publicity for the next Conven- 
tion. 

I plan on going down the Atlantic 
Coast, across the Southern Border to 
San Diego, up the Pacific Coast to Van- 
couver, B. C., across Canada to Maine 
thence down the New England States and 
home. 

Naturally, my first official stop was at 
Headquarters in Washington, D. C. Of 
course Major Fagan, our Nat. Adjutant, 
was glad to see me, and, when I ex- 
plained that my present mission was to 
visit the various Posts and Detachments, 
to get the boys together and instill a 
little “PEP” there was nothing too good 
for me. In fact, he at once delegated 
our Nat. Paymaster Sergt. A. E. Beeg, 
to show me around and see that I did not 
miss anything of interest. 

From Headquarters we went down to 
the Barracks, where I had the pleasure 
of meeting Lt. Carl Gardner and the 
Staff of The Leatherneck Magazine. 
Right here I want to warn the “Gang” 
at the various Posts that when you see 
that Pontiac car with the Marine Em- 
blem coming, be prepared to dig down 
into your “Jeans” for Three Bucks for 
a year’s subscription to The Leatherneck. 

Just before I left Washington I had 
the extreme pleasure of meeting our 
beloved Commandant Major Gen. John 
A. Lejeune. 

As usual, he was very busy, but not 
too busy to spare me a few minutes ask- 
ing about the welfare of one of his 
wards, the M. C. League. He did his 


best to make a “Buck Private” feel per- 
fectly at home and I shall cherish those 
few moments as one of the most pleas- 
ant events of my life. 

I left Washington for Quantico and 
got there in time to see Tom Keady’s 
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Marines soundly trounce St. Bonaven- 
ture’s baseball team. As you probably 
know, this makes seven straight games 
for the Marines this year with not a 
single loss. Also, just now Private Wal- 
ter S. Nissen arrived from the Boston 
Marathon. He was one of the few who 
finished “in the money.” He ran the full 
distance of 26 miles 385 yards in 4 hours 
and twenty minutes. Some performance, 
I’d say. It was his first big Marathon. 
Chalk up another credit for the good old 
Corps. 

Quantico is surely a Marine Post to 
be proud of. One of the first men I 
met was my old “Buddy” Khaki Smith, 
whom I have not seen since we parted 
in the Philippines twenty-five years ago. 
It was just like meeting a long lost 
brother. “Old Khaki” is now nearing 
the 30-year mark in the service, so you 
can see I could not have found any one 
better to show me the ropes around 
Quantico. 

Sergeant Tatem and I spent a whole 
day driving around taking in the various 
points of interest, including the Aviation 
Field and Hangars, the Rifle Range, 
where the National Rifle Team is now 
going through the elimination period 
getting ready for the International Rifle 
Meet. There are some thirty odd experts 
here from all over the country, seven 
of whom will eventually be chosen for 
the trip to Rome, Italy, and a tour of 
Europe. 

Now you Marines at Quantico, espe- 
cially the “Old Timers,” remember that 
the one thing that will perpetuate the 
traditions of the Old Corps is, the Ma- 
rine Corps League. Don’t let the old 
spirit die out, but carry on forever, and 
remember the old slogan “Once A Ma- 
rine, Always A Marine.” 

In closing this first chapter of “The 
Rambling Marine,” I wish to express 
my thanks, to the following, for cour- 
tesies shown me: 

Majors Rorix and Eastman, at Phila.; 
our Major General Commandant, John 
A. Lejeune; Major Fagan and Staff, at 
Headquarters; Lt. Carl Gardner, our 
Nat. Paymaster Sgt. A. E. Beeg, Capts. 
Freeny and Silverthorn, 1st Lt. F. D. 
Harbough, Mar. Gunner C. H. Eurton, 


and Sgts. “Khaki” Smith, Tatem, Keag, 
Blay and Burns, of Quantico. 

Yours for the M. C. L. and The 
Leatherneck, 


“THE RAMBLING MARINE.” 


THE DALLAS DETACHMENT 
By Charles Romick 

At the regular stated meeting of Dal- 
las Detachment, April 14th, we com- 
pleted the formation of the Marine 
Luncheon Club, to meet every other 
Thursday at 12:15 P. M., at the Jeffer- 
son Hotel. 

On Thursday, April 28th, we were 
hosts to Col. C. B. Taylor, in charge of 
recruiting in the Southern Division, sta- 
tioned at New Orleans, at a banquet and 
smoker at the Jefferson Hotel. Col. 
Taylor broadcasted over Radio Station 
WRR just prior to the banquet, on the 
Marine Corps and the Marine Corps 
League. 

This meeting was “pepped” up by 
music furnished by Marines, and was 
well attended. We have been invited to 
broadcast our talent over the radio, 
especially our anthem. We expect to 
put this over in great style. 
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SAFE BONDS 
in maa Cities --- 


pay you 


on investment funds 
or monthly savings 


ODERN, income-producing 

property offers exceptional 
security to the first mortgage in- 
vestor, because the income from 
the property provides a constant 
source of funds from which interest 
payments can be made promptly, 
and a substantial part of the prin- 
cipal paid off each year. 


It is such security as this, located 
in important and thriving cities of 
the United States—cities where 
rental demands are well established 
and where real estate values and 
economic conditions are sound— 
that protects your investments in 
SmitH Bonps. 


Now you can get a 612% return, 
with this strong security, and with 
safeguards that have resulted in 
our time-tested record. 


SmitH Bonps, in $1,000, $500 and 
$100 denominations, are sold out- 
right for cash or under a plan that 
pays the full rate of bond interest-— 
6142%—or regular monthly pay- 
ments of $10, $20, $50 or more. 
Mail the form below for our book- 
lets, “Fifty-Four Years of Proven 


Safety” and “How to Build an 
Independent Income.” 


THE F H. SMITH Co. 


Founded 1873 
SMITH BLDG., WASHINGTON, D.C. 
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AROUND GALLEY FIRES 


Continued from page 27 


When our Marines landed at Shanghai 
March 21 to occupy designated posts for 
the protection of American interests, 
Secretary P. W. Brown on behalf of the 
American Navy Y. M. C. A. immediately 
offered the Commanding officer any de- 
sired cooperation. Learning that there 
would be some necessary delay in setting 
up field kitchens, the Navy Y. M. C. A., 
at Colonel Hill’s request and with the 
hearty cooperation of the American 
Chamber of Commerce, supplied to five 
billets, within two or three hours, fifty 
gallons of coffee, one thousand dough- 
nuts and five hundred sandwiches. En- 
tertainment was provided American 
forces ashore at each of eight billets, a 
minimum of two motion picture shows 
a week being planned. 

American organizations in Shanghai 
are cooperating actively with the Navy 
Y. M. C. A. in service to American forces. 
The American Chamber of Commerce 
financed the altering and equipping of a 
“Hut” on the Bund, use of which was 
donated by the Municipal Council. The 
first use of the “Hut,” a permanent 
structure 20x70 ft., was as temporary 
shelter for the shore patrol from the 
U. S. S. “Pittsburgh.” * * * Writ- 
ing from Peking Secretary Ellis says 
“Attendance is rapidly increasing. The 
men feel that now they have a real club 
in the Legation Guard Y. M. C. A. Their 
band of thirty pieces presented in the 
auditorium of the Language School a 
fine program enjoyed by over three hun- 
dred civilians as well as a great number 
of Marines. The Legation Guard Y. M. 
C. A. put on a Valentine party ‘for one 
hundred scholars from the Peking 
American School. Ladies of the Metho- 
dist Mission were hostesses. A large 
group of Marines found real satisfac- 
tion in enjoying the pleasure of the 
children. The Association has been for- 
tunate in securing Mr. Robert Gailey as 
leader of the Bible Class. The Asso- 
ciation’s Church parties are welcomed at 
the morning services held at the Peking 
Union Medical College and the evening 
services held in the hall of the Chinese 


There is no better baker and confec- 
tioner in the Corps than B. E. Beller, 
the baker at Charleston, S. C. The men 
appreciate it and look so healthy and 
capable of doing things that I could 
not resist passing on the secret of their 
excellent living. Hood, the chief cook 
and Mess Sergeant, is also an old-timer 
with sixteen years service. He was in 
New Orleans for fully six years, but 
feels quite at home. First Sergeant 
Luffe has just left for the U. S. S. “West 
Virginia,” but his place is well filled by 
First Sergeant Blay of Quantico. Cor- 
poral William R. Lindley has now com- 
pleted five years and is proud of his 
rank. He has earned it and is worthy. 
Bill’s father was a Captain in the fa- 
mous Texas Rangers for eight years, so 
he comes from good stock. 


among the non-coms of the Headquar- 
ters and Headquarters Company of the 
First Regiment in Quantico. 


Almost 


Belding & Mull rod, this seldom occurs, 


every man is marked by an additional 
name, not always in public, of course, 
but more or less behind the scenes and 
amongst his special friends. I don’t 
know why but the excellent Sergeant 
Major Henry F. Kloth is known as “Ad,” 
while dignified James M. Fountain is 
spoken of as “The M. Sergeant.” 
They have twelve years each to their 
credit. Henry M. Wonderlich, also a 
Q. M. Sergeant, is greeted by intimates 
as “Hank,” while Sergent Raoul H. Raz- 
zette of the same department is severely 
left to his original name—perhaps they 
think that is sufficient. In the P. P. M.’s 
Office we find Sergeants Carlton L. Post, 
“Little Bit;” John H. Rath, “Johnny,” 
and Raymond A. Rowlee, “The Pay Ser- 
geant.” I dare not venture this month, 
but later may treat you to a few more 
introductions to the worthies who com- 
pose this famous Post. 

AVOIDING STUCK CLEANING 

PATCHES 
By Philip B. Sharpe 

The average rifleman has experienced 
a countless number of stuck cleaning 
patches in his day—or he has had little 
experience! Here’s a tip which may be 
useful to shooters. 

If, when cleaning a barrel, the rifle- 
man experiences punctured patches, he 
often finds it quite difficult to remove 
them without considerable labor. Due 


to the construction of the patch tip on the 
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as the tip grips the patch perfectly. But 
many other steel rods on the market, 
which are doing their duty well, can 
be made to remove stuck patches which 
have become punctured in pushing 
through the bore. 

Due to the wedge-action of the ta- 
pered, relief back of the tip or jag, an 
ordinary punctured patch becomes 
wedged more and more solidly as pres- 
sure is placed on the rod handle. The 


writer has found it necessary to hammer 
out rods,- only to find that the patch 
remains where it became stuck. 

My friend and fellow gun-crank, Mr. 
E. C. Dyer, started experimenting on 
this subject, with the result that a very 
simple and efficient method of prevent- 
ing this trouble was devised. 

The drawing herewith illustrates this 
very clearly. If a lathe is not available 
for turning out this shallow groove, a 
file may be used very effectively. Asa 
matter of fact, our experiments were 
conducted with filed rods. The groove 
should be from one inch to one and one- 
fourth inches long, and a sixteen of an 
inch deep enough. When a rod slips 
through a patch, it drops into the groove, 
which holds it for pushing through or 
pulling out. It is true that it does not 
go through as easily as an unperforated 
patch, but the fact is that it DOES go 
through, even though one has to resort 
to light hammer blows on the handle.— 
From the American Rifleman. 


NINTH ANNUAL REUNION—SECOND DIVISION ASSOCIATION 
Washington, D. C., June 2-4, 1927 
PROGRAMME 
June 2d 
Registration. (Receiving and Information Committee) Willard Hotel and Union 
Station. Badges distributed. Programs distributed. Banquet and sightseeing 
tickets to be sold. Hotel information, rates, et cetera. Railroad Tickets vali- 
dated. Sightseeing trips at any time during the day. 
8:00 P. M.—Get-Together at Raleigh Hotel. (Program Committee.) 
One or two vaudeville skits. Second Division Movies. Army Band. 
June 3d 


Registration, hotel information, Railroad 


information and ticket distribution to 


continue. (Receiving and Information Committee.) 


Sightseeing. 
mittee.) 
8:00 P. M.—Unit Meetings. 


Washington Hotel—2d F. A. Brigade. 


Theaters (afternoon only.) Keith’s—special rates. (Program Com- 


2d Ammunition Train. 2d Supply Train. 


2d Engineers, 2d Sanitary Train. Div. Hq., Hq. Troop and 2d M. P. Co. 
4th M. G. Bn. 2d Trench Mortar Battery. Quartermaster Units. 


Willard Hotel—3d Infantry Brigade. 


lst Field Signal Battalion. 5th M. G. 


Bn. 
Raleigh Hotel—4th Brigade Marines. 6th M. G. Bn. Naval Medical Personnel. 


June 4th 


Registration, sightseeing, hotel information, railroad information. (Receiving and 
Information Committee.) 
10:00 ——— — meeting at Willard Hotel. (Receiving and Information Com- 
mittee. 
12:00 Noon—Visit to White House. Reception by President. (Program Commitiee.) 
1:30 P. M.—Boat trip down the Potomac. Aeroplane demonstration. (Transportation 
Committee.) 
7:00 P. M.—Grand Banquet at Willard Hotel. (Program Committee.) 
Mystery Show at Polis Theatre. 
8:30 P. M.—Addresses and entertainment. (Program Committee.) 
Radio Broadcasting, Army, Navy and Marine Bands to be present. 
END OF THE REUNION. 
Note: Sunday, June 5th, may be utilized by members present for sightseeing tours. 
How to secure reduced return railroad fares: After arriving in Washington, 
take your CERTIFICATE to Second Division Headquarters. Special ticket agents 
of the railroads will be there and will sell you your return ticket at one-half the 
regular fare, over the same route you traveled going to Washington. 
These return tickets must be bought in Washington and are good until June 8th. 
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THE BROADCAST 
Continued from page 21 


McQuarrie, the Army’s stand-by, was 
temporarily crippled. However, with an 
equal loss on both sides, the Marines 
had no trouble in caging 49 baskets to 
the Army’s 18. 

The seventh and deciding game of the 
series was played at Peking on the 26th 
of February. Both teams fought hard. 
They actually fought; and the way they 
fought was hard. However, a little 
roughness now and then was overlooked; 
for the cup was at stake! Rebal was 
the high scorer, and much credit should 
be given him in consideration of the im- 
provement shown since last year, when 
we were backed by that impregnable 
stonewall, “Bill Whaling.” Too much 
credit cannot be given any member who 
played on the team, for they all played 
brilliantly. McQuarrie, the full-stay for 
the Army, was not so fortunate in mak- 
ing baskets as heretofore, he only scor- 
ing two field goals and two free throws 
during the entire game. The referees, 
McGuire and Coole, were on the job. 
Their decisions were swift and efficient. 
It can safely be said that the winning 
of the game was not a result of luck or 
favoritism. The final score was enough 
to prove that the game was fairly won; 
and enough to give the Marines the 
right to proudly say that they were the 
service champions of North China for 
the year. 

After the completion of the series 
with the Army, the Marines arranged a 
schedule to play three games with the 
Tientsin Civilians. The first game was 
played at Peking and won by a very 
close score of 22-21. The next game at 
Tientsin was regretfully lost by a 20-35 
score. 

The basketball season ended on the 
27th of March, when the famed Marine 
team was defeated by the Tientsin 
Civilians by a 31-21 score. Having previ- 
ously lost three of the first team men 
by injuries, the team lacked the spirit 
and cooperation that the regular team 
exhibited. It was only fortunate that the 
Tientsin Civilians did not run up a 
higher score. The game was lost with 
no regrets, no complaints, and with an 
uncurbed spirit of conquest. 

The next event will be the regular 
baseball series with the Army. The 
lusty Marines are looking toward that 
means for more worlds to conquer. Let’s 
hope they are not disappointed! 


NEWS FROM THE NEVADA GUARD 
By S. W. Berkebile 


From February 8 to April 28 the U. 
S. S. “Nevada” has cruised extensively 
and continually, from the temperate to 
the tropical zone. Then after all hands 
had taken on plenty of liquid fuel she 
silently steamed north to the Navy Yard 
at Norfolk, where she is being con- 
ditioned for the annual Midshipman’s 
Cruise. 

Leaving San Pedro at three on the 
afternoon of February 8, the Cheer-Up- 
Ship sped north to Hunter’s Point, San 
Francisco, where the crew, including the 
Marine Guard, scraped and painted her 
sides. In two days she was in the water 
again and after taking on 120 tons of 
stores, pointed her nose south, and on 
February 16 again anchored behind the 
Breakwater at San Pedro. 


The following day the Battle Fleet 
steamed out of San Pedro Harbor on the 
first leg of the Southern Cruise. After 
having her boilers repaired, the “Ne- 
vada” overtook and joined the armada of 
first line fighting ships, only leaving it 
on April 27 when she rounded Cape 
Hatteras on her way to Norfolk. 

The Marines whipped themselves into 
excellent shape on the cruise south, 
turning out a fine whaleboat crew, which, 
with only eight hours in the water, took 
fifth place in the All-Marine Whaleboa 
race in Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. 


Two hilarious liberties were made by 
both the Port and Starboard watch in 
old Panama, where many thirst-quench- 
ing drinks were partaken of. No casu- 
alties were incurred, but most pocket- 
books were emptied. A large and vari 
ous assortment of souvenirs were ac- 
quired, however. 

The trip through the Panama Canal 
was a new experience to most of us. 
Many remained perched on the turrets, 
taking it all in. Everything was worked 
in a methodical and military manner, all 
the locks closing, filling, and opening in 
smooth succession. After passing 
through Culebra Cut, we glided through 
Gatun Lake, passing an island .village 
in the afternoon. Everywhere about us 
loomed wild ranges of mountains with 
their immense jungles, hiding us from 
the outside world. 

In the evening we passed through the 
Gatun Locks, the largest of all. Here 
everything worked with the usual 
smoothness. After passing through we 
looked back on this giant masterpiece of 
human genius. Long tiers of brilliantly 
lighted inclines twinkled at us, while 
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from behind shone the lights of the town 
of Cristobal. 


That night we anchored off Colon. 
While there the Whaleboat crew got its 
first work-out in the water. About four 
days: were spent at the Eastern termi- 
nus of the canal. 

Then off with the Battle Fleet again. 
“General Quarters! Man your battle sta- 
tions!” Condition watches and what not. 
War? Yes! In all its glory. After a 
week of war with the Scouting Fleet in 
the choppy Carribean we passed a cor- 
ner of Cuba and cut across to Haiti, 
where we anchored off the small town 
of Gonaives. 


_No shore liberty was granted, though 
visiting parties to other ships were or- 
ganized. The Marines spent their spare 
time at preliminary target practice on 
the quarterdeck. 

After about a month in this “port of 
liberty” we crossed to Guantanamo Bay, 
Cuba, where all the Fleet boat races 
took place. The glassy surfaced bay 
proved unsurpassable for a race course. 
Here the All-Fleet Marine Challenge 
Cup race was run—the “Colorado” 
Whaleboat, under the able leadership of 
Sgt. Taylor, taking first place; the “West 
Virginia,” second the “Seattle,” third. 
It was a fast race from start to finish 
and very closely run. 


The following week the Leathernecks 
fired on the Range. The “Nevada” 
guard qualified 29 Experts, 23 Sharp- 
shooters, and 13 marksmen. Captain 
Pefley, commanding the detachment, was 
very gratified at the showing made. 

The week after that all Marine detach- 
ments in the U. S. Fleet went ashore and 
drilled, did forced marches and engaged 
in mimic bush war-fare. Much valuable 
training was accomplished. 

The Saturday of the same week saw 
the “Nevada” Guard at rigid attention 
while undergoing a stiff Admiral’s in- 
spection. The ship and her Marines 
passed with the highest possible greet- 
ings. 

Then it was “break out your blues, 
boys, we’re headed for the States!” And 
westward up Hampton Roads on.a sun- 
ny morning, passing well-kept farms 
with the inevitable red barn, here and 
there dotted with groves of beautiful 
trees. To our western eyes the land- 
scape presented many interesting and 
unusual sights. Past Norfolk we 
steamed, and into the Navy Yard, warp- 
ing up to the dock to the strains of 
“Dixie.” 


NAPOLEON SAID: 


“The truest wisdom is a resolute determination.” 
means success to you and for you. 


here. 
in the dictionary of success. 


Determination is wisdom. Determination 
° Make up your mind NOW that you will open a savings account 
It isn’t the amount that will count—it’s the act itself NOW. Tomorrow is a word not found 


DETERMINATION PLUS ONE DOLLAR—A SAVINGS ACCOUNT 
THE WASHINGTON LOAN AND TRUST COMPANY 


Main Office 
F and Ninth Sts. 


Washington, D.C. 


Write for our booklet “Banking by Mail.” 


West End Office 
Seventeenth and G Sts. 
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THE IEATHERNECK 
U. S. M. C. Institute Personalities 


By Corporal Lew D. Feldman, U. S. M. C. 


It is our desire to acquaint the student body of the Marine Corps Institute with the faces and personalities of those men whom the student has 


been wont to regard with mingled feelings of awe and indifference, reverence and contempt, thanks and malevolence. These are the men who grade 

you 90% in Spelling when you know perfectly well that you merit a 100%; the men who wade through the intricacies of a pencil smudged lesson, 

hastily scribbled on paper that must have been trekked from Parris Island to Peking; the “pen-pushers and type-ticklers” who sweat and groan 


with you im th 
enrollments), hurl 


the instructor has a warm place (in his heart) for every pupil, for the very reason that you are his java and his hot cakes. 


shoulder. Moreover there is but 
fore we shall attempt to show y 


maledictions at your changes of course, but finally send you to file with peans of praise upon your disenrollment. 


solution of a problem in Trig. or Structural Engineering; the men who cuss you upon your enrollment (this will probably szwell 
Nevertheless, 
Unfortunately, there 
is no opportunity for a Get-Together-Club wherein the pupil could meet the Faculty and pour forth his woes upon its (the Faculty’s) collective 
little chance to satisfy the student’s ominous wish, “I'd like to see that guy. What I wouldn't do to him!” There- 
u students the very men in whom you are most concerned 


GY.-SGT. MANUEL M. SALGUERO 


The present head of the Foreign Language Department 
was ushered into this “vale of tears” twenty-five years 
ago. He grew into a fine prospect for a Recruiting Sergeant 
as his father was an expounder of the Holy Gospel who 
wouldn’t rest until he saw his son safely esconced in a Presby- 
terian pulpit. Need we say that Manuel violently disagreed 
with his father? He graduated from a High School blessed 
with an unpronounceable name, and then entered the Agri- 
cultural and Mechanical Arts College of Porto Rico. By this 
time, his long-suffering spirit rebelled, and as he ingeniously 
tells us “joined the Marine Corps to see the world.” There’s 
one born every minute! He was not intended for a sea-roving 
Gyrene, for of the six years he has been in the Corps, five 
have been spent with the Marine Corps Institute. In 1925 
Salguero was sent to the International Correspondence Schools 
of Scranton, Pa., upon a business visit. Trust a Marine to dig 
up a little pleasure! For it was upon this occasion that he 
met the one and only. Love among the Latins is of fast and 
furious growth. In ten days time the winsome Scrantonion 
was wooed, won, and whisked away. He is now the proud 
father of a baby girl, and also the delighted owner of a Mary- 
land cottage. Salguero confesses to no more than two am- 
bitions: A bigger and better Foreign Language Department 
(if that is possible) and to own a Ford outright. 


GY.-SGT. JESSE W. COLEMAN 


“Deacon” Coleman .. . a product of an Alabaman farm, 
a Boston accent, a 42nd Division man overseas, and seven 
years in the Marine Corps, what have you... 
Chief Instructor of the Industrial School. Coleman languish 
on the farm until he attained the somewhat mature age of 
eleven. He travelled about the country for five years, at- 
tending first Grade and then High School at convenient (few 
and far between) intervals. At sixteen he answered the call 
to save the world for democracy. In two years time he ac- 
complished quite a bit of saving. He took part im all the 
major engagements that our forces tackled. He is very proud 
of the fact that he served for seven months as “Honor Guard” 
for the late President Wilson. At this point it is interesting 
to note that he later acted as body-bearer and escort at the 
funeral of our war-time President. After the World War 
he served a year in the Far East, soldiering in Hawaii, 
Siberia, the Philippines, China, and Japan. Returning to the 
U. S. in 1920, and disliking the idea of returning to the plow, 
Coleman enlisted in the Corps. Seven long and fruitful years 
have fled by, all peaceful as far as he was concerned. Five 
of them have been spent in intensive study; today he is an 
authority on Automobile Engineering. He claims that his 
hobbies are: Automobiles, Radio, Wine, Women and Song. 
We can very readily believe the first two, but as for the last 
three . . . he’s just giving us a good time. 
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May 10, 1927—Monthly Report 
Number examination papers received during 2,141 
Number examination papers received during year...................... 12,901 


Written especially for Tue Leatuerneck for the purpose of encouraging Marines to take advantage of the opportunities 
offered by the Marine Corps Institute 


THE MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE SERVES 


Orville L. Hubbard spent his spare time, during his enlistment in The Marine Corps, studying in the In- 
stitute. He graduated from the Civil Service Course before he was discharged. When the opportunity came 
for him to take the Railway Postal Clerk examination he was ready, with the exception of three books which 
were added to the course after he had finished. The Marine Corps Institute supplied him with these books. 

Orville L. Hubbard is only one of the many that the Institute has prepared for better jobs after leaving 
the service. 


READ THIS LETTER AND THINK! 


F. L. Bradman, Col. U. S. M. C. 
Director, U. S. Marine Corps Institute 
Washington, D. C* 


Dear Sir: 

The textbooks, which you sent me, were received three days prior to the Govern- 
ment examination in the Railway Postal Clerk examination. That gave me ample 
time to again impress the nature of the exam. in my mind, and I feel that I passed 
it with a very high grade. Had I not had the textbooks that you sent me I know that 
I could not have done so well. 

. Please know that I appreciate your lending me these textbooks more than I can 
tell you. 


Very respectfully yours, 
ORVILLE L. HUBBARD. 


The Marine Corps Institute offers a selection of 233 academic and vocational courses containing the latest infor- 
mation about the subjects to which they pertain. The average cost of these courses if taken by a civilian with a correspond- 
ence school would be One Hundred Fifty ($150.00) Dollars. THEY ARE GIVEN FREE TO ALL MARINES. 

Ask your school officer for a catalogue, select a course in which you are interested and then fill out the attached slip 
and mail it to the Marine Corps Institute. 


MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE, WASHINGTON, D. C.: 


Rank Name Organization Place 
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Dear Fellows: Did you ever read Alice 
in Wonderland? Most likely you never, 
but don’t*turn up your noses for really, 
it is a very good book. The only dif- 
ference between it and a lot of books 
today is that it starts out with the ex- 
press purpose of being silly, and fre- 
quently attains brilliance, while the most 
of the present day literature starts out 
to be brilliant and is merely silly. Any- 
how, to get back to Alice. If you never 
read the story, she stepped through the 
looking glass into a very peculiar and 
delightful world where everything was 
backwards from the way it was in the 
every day, work-a-day world she was 
living in. And I have often thought how 
very nice it would be if every once in a 
while grown folks could step through 
a looking glass into a strange, adventur- 
ous country that would relieve one from 
the every day sameness of living and 
give us something, however improbable, 
to talk about when we came back. 


For the fellows who have just gone to 
China, will find a looking glass world. 
Many of them won’t be able to enjoy 
it because they will be so homesick that 
their mental cash registers won’t ring 
up a thing. They will just be conscious 
of a vast difference in things. Others 
will be more observing, but they will be 
so critical that they will miss half the 
pleasure. In other words everything is 
going to look funny or ridiculous to 
them just because it is not the way 
things are in the States. They will for- 
get that they look just as queer and 
that their ways are just as peculiar to 
foreign people. But there will be some 
(and how we envy ’em) who will be able 
to step right through the looking glass 
into a land of beauty and adventure. No 
matter how hard duties may be, nor 
what they have to go through with, 
they will find something of genuine in- 
terest, something to admire, to under- 
stand and enjoy, every hour they are 
there. And if you don’t believe me, just 
keep your eye on the pages of the 
Leatherneck for you will sure see a lot 
of it there, for when fellows really en- 
joy their adventures the next thing they 
want to do is to tell them, and right 
here and now I am rising to suggest 
that we have a Chinese issue of the 
Leatherneck when the fellows get back. 
Issue an invitation to them to get it all 
off their chest at once so some of the 
fellows who didn’t have their eyes open 
will see what they missed. 


But—a fellow don’t have to go to 
China to step through the looking glass. 
All he had to do is to make himself big- 
ger than the little aggravations and daily 
monotonies about him. Every day is 
chock full of little surprises and adven- 
tures if we just look for them. All of 
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us can’t go to China, but we can go 
through every day with an appreciation 
of the little enjoyments and adventures 
and beauties with which our hours are 
filled, if we will only look for them. If 
you are tired of the barracks, the chow, 
and the fellows its because your days 
are empty, and it is your fault that they 
are not full. Life is made up of little 
enjoyments, the big ones are few, and 
unless we school ourselves to the appre- 
ciation of every smallest pleasure and 
adventure we are going to be grumps 
and grouches and maybe even that sad- 
dest of all things in either a man or a 
woman—a quitter. 


As this Column goes to press there is 
a general gloom prevailing over the 
river. Brown, the blonde beauty of the 
Algiers Naval Station, is enroute to 
China, and the female population of that 
part of our city’s suburbs is understood 
to be in deep mourning. 


It was our pleasure to meet the Mar- 
quis de Pinedo recently while he was in 
New Orleans, with his plane, the Santa 
Maria. The Marquis looks every whit a 
soldier and a gentleman, and his calm 
endurance of the courtesies inflicted upon 
him bespeaks excellent self control. Some 
of these days, when people become more 
civilized, there will be societies organized 
for the prevention of cruelty to visiting 
celebrities, but until then we suppose our 
military heroes, ex-presidents, etc., will 
continue to suffer with the stoicism of 
the Marquis and his predecessors. 


If all the pigtails promised are brought 
back from China we prophesy that if 
placed end to end there will be sufficient 
to supply Armour and other large pack- 
ers with material for sausage for the 
next twenty years. 


“Do you think the prisoner there, 
would steal a chicken?” asked the lawyer 
cross-examining a witness. 

“Nossuh, ah wouldn’t say he would,” 
answered the witness, wriggling un- 
easily, “but when that niggah wants 
chicken he just nacherly has to hab it.” 


Wife (at the sea shore). “Why do you 
always go in bathing with the hotel 


“Living in hopes I can rescue 
a cook, M’Dear.” 

Doctor (questioning recruit). “Have 
you any organic trouble?” 

Recruit: “I don’t think so, Doc. I 
don’t have any trouble in carrying a 
tune.” 


A man went into a restaurant in a 
country town and ordered a nice, juicy 
steak, about an inch, or an inch and a 
half thick. When the order came it 
was bacon and eggs. The man called 
the waiter and indignantly wanted to 
know what happened to his steak. 

“Steak?” asked the waiter. “Why the 
boss said if he had any sort of a steak 
like that he would a done eat it himself.” 


We went into a local Chinese restau- 
rant recently, looking for atmosphere. 
Ham and eggs were the only things 
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marked up on the blackboard. We asked 
the slipper shod chink in attendance if 
there wasn’t a chance for some oysters, 
He said no. “What about an order of 
fish,” we asked, knowing the fish market 
was just around the corner. 

“Like ’um flish, clome alound on Fii- 
day,” was the response as he disdain- 
fully turned to a more hopeful customer, 


Jones (irritably to his wife): “Why 
do you feed every darn tramp that comes 
here. They never do anything for you?” 

Wife: “No, but it is some satisfaction 
to see a man eat a meal and not find 
fault with it.” 


The fellow whose mother used to make 
him practise three hours every day at 
the piano now has a son who is a both- 
eration to the neighbors too. He plays a 
steady tune on his flivver horn every 
night in an endeavor to hurry his best 
girl down for their evening ride. 


Some Famous T’s: 
Sir Thomas Lipton, 
Teetotlers, 

Pink Teas, 

* 

Tees and tease. 


And now that summer is upon the land, 
and the voice of the mosquito makes fre- 
quent interruption to fervent love 
pledges, we can expect Sgt. Dinty Moore 
and his gang of Isaac Waltons to begin 
soon to spin some healthy yarns of the 
big ones that got away. 


A Leatherneck took a sweet young 
thing over to the Algiers Naval Station 
to a recent dance they had there. In be- 
tween dances he tells us she remarked— 

“The Lord makes us girls beautiful 
but dumb.” 

“How come,” asked the Leatherneck. 

“Because,” she replied, “we are beau- 
tiful so men will love us, and dumb so 
that we will love them.” 


.GIVE ME A WILD TIE, BROTHER. 


Some men long for the soothing touch 
Of lavender, cream, or mauve; 

But the ties I wear must possess the 

glare 

Of a red-hot kitchen stove. 

The books I read, and the life I lead, 
Are sensible, sane, and mild; 

I just hate spats, I like calm hats, 
But I want my neckties wild. 


Give me a wild tie, brother— 
One with a cosmic urge; 

A tie that will swear, and rip and tear, 
When it sees my old blue serge. 


Some folks say that a gent’s cravat 
Should only be seen, not heard; 

But I want a tie that will make men cry, 
And render their vision blurred. 

I yearn, I long, for a tie so strong 
It will take two men to tie it; 

If such there be, just show it to me— 
Whatever the price, I’ll buy it. 


Give me a wild tie, brother— 
One with lots of sins; 

A tie that will blaze in a hectic haze, 
Down where the vest begins. 


—Author Unknown. 
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By Capt. Joseph J. Staley, U.S. M.C.R., Division of Operations and Training 


Elaborate plans are being made at 
Marine Barracks, Quantico, Va., for 
training the members of the Reserve 
during the training period designated by 
the Major General Commandant. 

Major Clarke H. Wells, U. S. M. C., 
will be in general charge of the train- 
ing assisted by an especially trained 
staff of commissioned and non-commis- 
sioned officer specialists. 

The officers and the enlisted men of 
the Fleet Marine Corps Reserve Com- 
panies will be quartered in barracks 
tentatively assigned as follows: 

Period, June 13th to 25th 
OFFICERS 


Buildings No. 301-302-305; Mess Hall 
306. 


FLEET MARINE CORPS RESERVE 
COMPANIES 
304th Company, Brooklyn, Buildings 
No. 321-323; 303rd Company, Philadel- 
phia, Bldgs. No. 313-314; 305th Company, 
Philadelphia, Bldgs. No. 319-320; 309th 
Company, Philadelphia, Bldgs. No. 315- 
317. 
Period, July 11th to 25th 
OFFICERS 
Buildings No. 301-302-305; Mess Hall 
306. 


FLEET MARINE CORPS RESERVE 
COMPANIES 
301st Company, Boston, Bldgs. No. 
321-323; 306th Company, Detroit, Bldgs. 
No. 313-314; 302nd Company, Rochester, 
Bldgs. No. 319-320. 
Period, July 25th to August 6th 
OFFICERS 
— No. 301-302-305; Mess Hall 


Officers 

Officers’ barracks will be equipped 
with a chiffonier, table, chair, bunk and 
bedding. With fifteen officers assigned 
to each barrack. An Officers’ Mess will 
be organized for their convenience with 
a regular marine officer in charge. 

Enlisted Men 

Will be supplied with bunks and bed- 
ding with thirty men assigned to each 
barrack. 

The barracks, mess halls and wash- 
rooms, etc., for both the officers and men 
are conveniently grouped, each organiza- 
tion being completely taken care of in 
its own area. 

The 303rd Company, New York, Capt. 
Philip De Ronde, Comdg. 304th Com- 
pany, Brooklyn, 1st Lt. Roger Kirchhoff, 
Comdg. 305th Company, Philadelphia, 
Ist Lt. H. S. Evans, Comdg. 309th Com- 
pany, Philadelphia, Ist Lt. W. B. W. 
Stroup, Comdg., will be placed on active 


duty June 12th, and will leave the same 
day by special train for Quantico. 

This will permit the entire Provisional 
Battalion to arrive in Quantico on the 
same train. 

In addition, during this training pe- 
riod there will be thirty-six officers 
ordered to Quantico for training. They 
will arrive Monday, June 13th, and will 
be detached, Saturday, June 25, 1927. 

The 30ist Company, Boston, Capt. 
John J. Flynn, Comdg.; 302nd Company, 
Rochester, N. Y., 1st Lt. E. F. Doyle, 
Comdg.; 306th Company, Detroit, 1st Lt. 
W. V. Calhoun, Comdg., will be placed 
on active duty Sunday, July 10th, arriv- 
ing in Quantico Monday, July 13th. 

In addition there will be thirty-one 
officers trained at Quantico during this 
period. They will arrive Monday, July 
13th, and will be detached July 25th. 

For the period July 25th to August 
6th, thirty-one officers will be trained 
arriving Monday, July 25th, and de- 
tached August 6th. 

This will give each officer and en- 
listed man ordered to active duty for 
training the entire thirteen days at 
Quantico, each having sufficient active 
duty in addition to permit sufficient time 
to travel from and to their homes. 
Training at Marine Corps Base, Naval 

Operating Base, San Diego, Calif. 

A total of thirty-six officers and the 
officers and men of the 307th Company, 
Fleet Marine Corps Reserve will be 
trained at this post. It is planned to 
quarter these officers and men in bar- 
racks. Training will be the same as 
given at Quantico, with a special staff 
of instructors assigned. 

Correspondence Courses and Specialties 

Due to limited funds available it is 
only possible to grant training to those 
officers who are taking Correspondence 
School Courses, and to those who are 
assigned to the following specialties: 
Instructor Technique of Rifle Company, 
Instructor in Technique of Howitzer 
Company, Instructor in Technique of 
Machine Gun Company, and Instructor 
at Recruit Depot. 

Marine Corps Reserve Officers Asso- 
ciation 

Several bulletins have been published 
by the Marine Corps Reserve Officers 
Association, National Headquarters, giv- 
ing details of training, messing, hous- 
ing, etc. The Reserve Officers Supply 
Unit is assisting those officers who re- 
quest this service, to obtain regulation 
articles of equipment at reasonable 
rates. 


Clothing Issued to Enlisted Men of 
Organized Reserve Units 

Enlisted men of Fleet Reserve Com- 
panies will be required to turn in, upon 
separation from the company to which 
they are attached, other than transfer 
to another Fleet Reserve Company, all 
Marine Corps Clothing issued to them, 
except such portion thereof as is covered 
by clothing allowance accrued to the 
credit of the reservist concerned for days 
of active or training duty with pay, in- 
cluding authorized drills, such allowance 
to be computed at the rate prescribed in 
Article 13-80(10), Marine Corps Manual. 
Clothing so turned in will be taken up 
on the property account of the company 
commander concerned by certificate. 


Uniform Gratuity of Volunteer Ma- 
rine Officers 
The payment of uniform gratuity to 
officers of the Volunteer Marine Corps 
Reserve is not authorized should they 
take training, but is authorized only 
upon their reporting for duty in time of 
war or national emergency. 


Percentage of Attendance at Drills, Fleet 
Marine Corps Reserve Companies 
Organizations: 


February March April 
%o % %o 
301st Company 71 74 77.3 
302nd Company 70 79 80 
303rd Company 83 88.6 89.2 
305th Company 91 91.2 86.2 
306th Company 66 69 81.5 
307th Company 68 72 74 
309th Company 75 77 81.3 


FLEET MARINE CORPS RESERVE 
COMPANY NOTES 


301st Company, Boston 


As a consequence of the zeal and ap- 
plication of Captain John J. Flynn, U. 
S. M. C. R., commanding 301st Company, 
this organization has finally been re- 
cruited to its authorized strength, ex- 
cepting three men still required to fill 
the complement of Volunteer Marine 
Corps Reservists. The strength to date 
(April 12, 1927) is 2 officers (Fleet); 
60 enlisted men (Fleet); and 30 enlisted 
men Volunteer. 

The Company is making all prepara- 
tions to win the Eastman Cup offered 
for the best Company in Quantico, Va., 
this summer. The boys of the 301st 
are very enthusiastic, and it looks as if 
it will take a good Company to beat 
them. No doubt the officers and men of 
the 301st Company believe in that old 
saying, “The early bird catches the 
worm.’ 
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302nd Company, Rochester 

On the evening of March 23rd, the 
3802nd Company participated in a pa- 
rade and review given by the National 
Guard and Naval Militia units of the 
City of Rochester, N. Y., in honor of Ma- 
jor General William N. Haskell, Com- 
manding General of the 27th Division. 
The Marines, as usual, presented a very 
snappy appearance, and at the supper 
dance held after the review, General 
Haskell personally complimented Lieu- 
tenant Doyle, Commanding the 302nd 
Company, on the appearance of the 
Company. 

On March 28, 1927, in the presence of 
hundreds hurrying to see the motion 
picture, “Tell It to the Marines,” Mr. 
Eris Clark, General Manager of the 
Eastman Theatre, Rochester, presented 
the 302nd Company with a Marine Gui- 
don of Red and Gold. First Lieutenant 
Edward F. Doyle, U. 
S. M. C. R., the Com- 
manding Officer, ac- 
cepted in its behalf. 

Following the pre- 
sentation of the gui- 
don the Company was 
sscorted into the thea- 
tre by House Mana- 
ger John O'Neil, who 
had arranged seats 
for them. As they 
entered the audito- 
rium, one of the 
Company trumpeters 
sounded a call which 
was answered by a 
musician the 
stage The theatre 
orchestra then played 
the stirring Marine 
Hymn as the “Sea 
and Land Soldiers” 
marched to their 
seats. They remained 
standing until the 
close of the hymn 
and as they seated 
themselves the audi- 
ence gave them a tre- 
mendous hand. 

303rd Company 

New York City 

Major H. W. Stone 
attended the annual 
dinner of the Cort- 
landt Hook and Lad- 
der Co., No. 1, at 
Peekskill, New York, 
March 10th, 1927, as 
the guest of Captain James Wood of 
the Reserve and gave a short address 
on Citizen Soldiers—The Marine Re- 
series: following an address by the 
Honorable Hamilton Fish, Representa- 
tive in Congress from New York State. 

The monthly dinner of the officers of 
the Marine Corps Reserve resident in 
Greater New York and vicinity was held 
in the grill-room of the Army and Navy 
Club, No. 30 West 44th Street, New 
York City, at 7:00 p. m., Wednesday, 
March 23rd, 1927. 

After the dinner the officers attended 
a smoker held in the Board of Governor's 
room at the club, where the Reserve 
Officers’ Association was called to order 
at 9:00 p. m. Captain Phillip De Ronde 
was elected president, and ist Lieu- 
tenant Bernard S. Barron, Secretary and 
Treasurer of the New York chapter, pro 
tem. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


Colonel David D. Porter, the Area 
Commander, arrived in New York Mon- 
day, March 28th, and inspected the 203rd 
Company that evening, on the U. S. S. 
“Illinois,” foot of 96th Street, Hudson 
River. The company is commanded by 
Captain Phillip DeRonde, 1st Lieutenant 
R. B. Fisher, Executive. The Colonel 
was accompanied by Major H. W. Stone, 
Commanding the 7th Reserve Regiment, 
and Captain Bertrand T. Fay, of Albany. 
Following the inspection the Colonel ad- 
dressed the company and complimented 
the officers and men for the excellent ap- 
pearance of this newly organized unit. 

First Lieutenant Christopher G. Hodge 
has been awarded the Brooklyn Citizens 
Medal for Valor, for his action against 
bandits June 20th, 1926, as a member of 
the police force of New York City. 

The men of the 303rd Company are 
looking forward with great interest to 


Efficiency Guidon to be presented to the Fleet Marine Corps Reserve 204 
Company that secures the highest efficiency rating while in camp at 


Quantico this summer 


their coming cruise at Marine Barracks, 
Quantico, Va., and even at this early 
date are commencing to overhaul their 
clothing, equipment, etc, in anticipa- 
tion thereof. 

Their possibilities financially had pre- 
viously been demonstrated to their en- 
tire satisfaction by the addition of one- 
hundred dollars to the Company Fund— 
the proceeds of a dance which was at- 
tended by over two-hundred and fifty 
persons. 

On April 11th the Company as a unit 
of the Naval Militia of the State of New 
York, paraded on Fifth Avenue, in com- 
memoration of the departure of the First 
Battalion, Naval Militia in the late war. 
On the Wednesday following, the 303rd 
Company has been invited to take the 
place of the detachment from the Brook- 
lyn Navy Yard, which has gone to China, 
in the celebration of Citizens’ Military 
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Training Night at an exhibition dril! in 
the 13th Regiment Armory. 
304th Company, Brooklyn 

In the absence of the Company Com- 
mander of the 304th Company during 
the month of March, the duties of the 
Commanding Officer devolved upon First 
Lieutenant Frank V. McKinless, F. M. 
C. R., recently appointed to that rank. 

Every effort is being expended by the 
Commanding Officer of the 304th Com- 
pany, and First Lieutenant McKinless, 
to recruit the Company to its authorized 
strength. To date, April 12, 1927, the 
strength is: 2 Officers (Fleet); 39 en- 
listed men (Fleet), six additional men 
of this designation being required to 
place the Company in a drill pay status 
and it is hoped that this will be ac- 
complished at an early date, in order 
that this Company may become avail- 
able for Training Duty at Marine Bar- 
racks, Quantico, Va., 
this coming summer. 

305th Company 
Philadelphia 

The 305th Company 
is all prepared for 
participation in the 
coming summer train- 
ing camp activities at 
Marine _ Barracks, 
Quantico, Va., and the 
entire personnel are 
looking forward with 
anticipation to the oe- 
casion, and are hope- 
ful of winning one of 
the trophies offered 
to Fleet Reserve 
Companies for effi- 
ciency in various 
duties. 

This Company holds 
its drills at the Ma- 
rine Barracks, Navy 
Yard, Philadelphia, 
Pa., and the scenes of 
activity witnessed 
there incident to the 
movements of troops 
in connection with the 
China Expedition have 
fired the personnel to 
emulate the efficiency 
spirit displayed 
by the regular forces. 

306th Company 

Detroit 

On March 20, 1926, 
pursuant to an order 
of the Major General 
Commandant a Marine Corps Reserve 
Company was established at Detroit, 
Michigan, which was on April 9, 1926, 
officially named the 306th Company. Ist 
Lieutenant C. W. Videan, USMCR, as 
Commanding Officer, and ist Lieutenant 
W. V. Calhoun, USMCR, as Company 
Officer. 

The Company became an actuality 
when orders were received ordering the 
entire company to Marine Barracks, 
Quantico, Va., for 15 days active train- 
ing with regular pay and all accessories 
corresponding with the Regular Marine 
Corps. 2 officers and 33 enlisted men en- 
trained at Detroit, on June 13, 1926, ar- 
riving at Quantico, Va., the next day. 
Regular Marines acted as instructors and 
for 14 days intensive training was the 
order of the day. Upon completion of 
training, the Company entrained at 
Quantico, on June 27, arriving at De 
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troit, Michigan, on June 28, 1926, a sun- 
browned and healthy body of men. 

The high spot in the organization was 
reached when in November, 1926, when 
by authority of the Major General Com- 
mandant, the Company was put on a 
pay status. 

Lieutenant Videan who had remained 
as Commanding Officer since the or- 
ganization of the Company was forced 
because of business cares to relinquish 
the Command, and Lieutenant W. V. 
Calhoun was appointed by the Major 
General Commandant to the Command of 
the Company on December 23, 1926. 

307th Company, Los Angeles 

From March 7 to March 2lst a Re- 
serve Recruiting Office was open at 324 
So. Broadway, Los Angeles, opposite 
Grauman’s Million Dollar Theatre, where 
“Tell it to the Marines” was playing. 
During this time the Marine Corps Ex- 
hibit was on display and Reserve Litera- 
ture was passed out by the men on duty. 
Many inquiries regarding the Reserve 
were answered but few enlistments were 
secured. 

On March 14th the 307th Company was 
the guest of “Gene” Tunney at the Pan- 
tages Theatre. Every man in the Com- 
pany, with the exception of the squad 
playing in the prologue of “Tell it to 
the Marines,” turned out. After the 
performance the champion received the 
officers in his dressing room, where ques- 
tions like “Do you remember ” and 
“Did you know ” flew thick and fast. 

On account of previous engagements 
“Gene” was unable to attend the Re- 
serve Officers’ dinner at the Masonic 
Club on the 18th, much to the regret of 
everyone. 

On March 16th the Marine Corps Re- 
servists of Los Angeles were the guests 
of Grauman’s Million Dollar Theatre, to 
see “Tell It to the Marines.” All agreed 
that the picture is in a class by itself. 
Lon Chaney, as a hard-boiled Gunnery- 
Sergeant, approaches perfection very 
closely, and throughout the entire pic- 
ture runs something that other military 
pictures lack, namely, the spirit of the 
service. 

The 307th Company has started to or- 
ganize a baseball team and have secured 
the field of the Jefferson High School for 
practice. There are several men in the 
company who have played on post teams 
in the regular Corps and others who 
have played with various High Schools 
and Athletic Clubs and after a little 
practice together the team should be 
able to give a good account of itself. 

Trpr. W. C. Godwin has been elected 
team captain. 

309th Company, Philadelphia 

The 309th Company continues to grow 
and has now reached a total strength 
of seventy-five, two officers and seventy- 
three enlisted men. 

Every man is “raring to go,” and it 
was a great disappointment to all when 
they discovered they would not be called 
to active duty in China, but neverthe- 
less they are making ready for what 
may come, for as Lincoln said “I will 
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prepare and sometime my chance will 
come,” and usually your chance does 
come, there is not much time in which 
to prepare for it. 

Arrangements are now being made to 
hold a dance at our barracks in the 
Navy Yard, preparations being made for 
the eleventh of May in order to avoid 
the famous Jersey mosquito who begins 
to get very active in the vicinity during 
the early part of the summer. 

A large number of the wives of mem- 
bers of this organization have become in- 
terested in our activties, and instead 
of disliking to have their husbands train, 
seem to very enthusiastic, having 
formed an auxiliary which has raised 
and donated a sum of money to the 
Company Fund which is to be used for 
the benefit of the Company. 

All members are looking forward to 
the month of June, and the time when 
we will start on our “expedition” to 
Marine Barracks, Quantico, Va., much 
improvement being expected by that 
time, and between Marine Corps Insti- 
tute Courses and drill there is little 
time to think of anything else but “MA- 
RINE CORPS.” 


RESERVE 


The Commanding Officer, Eastern Re- 
serve Area, recently inspected and re- 
viewed the 303rd Reserve Company, 
aboard the U. S. S. “Illinois,” foot of 
West 96th Street, New York, N. Y., and 
was delighted with their soldierly ap- 
pearance and bearing, and takes this op- 
portunity of publicly complimenting 
Captain Philip DeRonde, Commanding 
Officer of the Company, and First Lieu- 
tenant Robert B. Fisher, USMCR, on the 
tangible evidence of their zeal and ca- 
pacity. Captain Bertrand T. Fay and 
Lieutenant Milton V. O’Connell, USMCR, 
not members of the 303rd Company, were 
also present. 


MARINE CORPS RESERVE DANCE 
AT HAYS, KANSAS 


The Marine Reserve dance given on 
the Eve of February 25th, by the Ma- 
rine Corps Reservists of Hays, Kansas, 
was a great success. A great deal of 
comment in the way of compliments was 
made by the leading citizens of Hays. 
Sergeants Kelly and Speight, U. S. Ma- 
rine Corps, were on hand from Kansas 
City and combined business and pleasure 
dancing with the girls and talking Ma- 
rine Corps Reserve to the men. Lieu- 
tenant J. J. Svoboda, U. S. Marine Corps 
Reserve was in charge of the dance, is 
one of our best Reserve Recruiting Offi- 
cers being personally responsible for en- 
listing in the Reserve over sixty men, 
a real record to shoot at, besides gather- 
ing a letter of commendation from the 
Major General Commandant. 


MARINE CORPS RESERVIST OF DES 
MOINES, IOWA, FORM A CLUB 
“The following excerpts are from a 

letter received from Sergeant Bunah L. 

Burnham, U. S. Marine Corps, non-com- 
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missioned officer in charge of the Marine 
Recruiting Station at Des Moines, Ia., 
and shows what can be accomplished by 
those intereste2 in the Marine Corps 
Reserve.” 

“Forty-seven Reservists residing in 
this city have formed a Marine Corps 
Reserve Club. The first meeting was 
held at the Marine Recruiting Office this 
City on Friday, February 11th. Private 
Rex D. Brown, USMCR, and Private Fey 
H. Moody, USMC, were elected President 
and Vice-President respectively. Two 
subsequent meetings have been held since 
the first one, on February 18th and 23rd. 
Many plans pertaining to the future of 
the Club and the possibility of an or- 
ganized, equipped and uniformed com- 
pany in this City were discussed. The 
Street Car Men’s Auditorium, a large 
hall, was rented by the Club which will 
use the Hall both as a Clubhouse and 
drill hall, drilling without arms so as to 
be ready in the event the desired com- 
pany is granted.” 

Lieutenant George F. Malcolm, U. S. 
M. C. R.; Lieutenant Corwin R. Bennett, 
U. S. M. C. R., who is a Reserve Re- 
cruiting Officer, and Dr. Wayne T. Hemp- 
hill, who has applied for a commission 
in the Marine Corps Reserve, have been 
very active in the interests of the Ma- 
rine Corps, helping line up students in 
the local universities for the Marine 
Corps Reserve.” 

The following named officers were 
commissioned in the Marine Corps Re- 
serve: 

FI 


eet 
Captain F. S. Robinson, Franklin 
Court, Garden City, N. Y. 


Volunteer 

Capt. P. I. Fagan, Pacific Union Club, 
San Francisco, Calif. 

Capt. V. A. Barraco, 212 Main Street, 
Houston, Texas. 

2nd Lt. Walter B. Latimer, 1111 Boren 
Avenue, Seattle, Wash. 

2nd Lt. Nathanial B. Dyer, 121 Bridge 
Street, Salem, Mass. 

Mar. Gun. Herbert G. Southworth, 
Troop “A” New York State Troopers, 
Batavia, N. Y. 

Ist Lt. Henry S. Wheeler, Box 404, 
Newport, R. I. 


Fleet 
2nd Lt. Earl F. Ward, U. S. Air Mail 
Field, Cleveland, Ohio. 


Volunteer 

Captain Norman R. Jensen, 337 Euclid 
Street, Santa Monica, Cal. 

Captain Philbrick W. Jackson, 414 
East Second Street, South Provo, Utah. 

Ist Lt. Alexander M. Arnold, 5336 Cul- 
lom Avenue, Chicago, 

2nd Lt. Winfield S. Shannon, 1301 
Worthington Place, Memphis, Tenn. 

2nd Lt. Kenneth P. Corson, 611 16th 
Avenue, North, Seattle, Washington. 

2nd Lt. Henry C. Ewing, Jr., 1112 
Broadway North, Seattle, Wash. 

2nd Lt. Carroll B. Grace, Jr., Pelham 
Court, Germantown, Philadelphia, Penna. 

2nd Lt. Alan M. Abele, Windermera, 
Florida. 


- 
7 
‘| 
ay 
| 
' 
J 


THE GAZETTE 


Major General J. A. Lejeune, 


Officers last to make number in the 


to make number in the 
grades indicated: 


CORPS CHANGES 
7 


died on 13, 


tac he MB, antic 0, 


following named 


y. when directed by the 
upon completion of the 


, on or about May 4th, 
detached Gendarmerie 
rized two months 


Department of the Pa- 


. Norfolk, Virginia. 


, upon completion of the 


upon completion of the 


assigned to duty , Staft of that Col- 


upon completion 
detached Naval F 
B 


re porting of his 


the ranks indicated: 


when directed by 


, upon ‘completion of the 


eral Staff Fort Le avenworth, 


L eave awerth. 
; detached MCB, NOB, 


y as Inspector-In- 
Marine Corps Reserve, 


. Brown, on or about June 20th 
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detached MB, Quantico, Va., to MD, U. S. S. 


‘apt. M. C. Gregory, authorized delay one 


enroute. 
Capt. M. C. Gregory, upon completion of 


course, detached Quartermaster Sub- 


sistence School, U. S. Army, Chicago, Ill, to 
MCB, 


NOB, San Diego, Calif. Authorized 
y enroute until June 30th. 


Capt. J. D. Lockburner, detailed as an As- 
sistant Quartermaster. 
Capt. W. E. Riley, detached MB, Quantico, 
1., to MB, Nyd, Phila., Pa., for duty on the 
Staff of the Basic School. 

Capt. W. W. Walker, when directed by the 


, detached MB, Quantico, Va., to MD, RR, 


Wakefield, Mass., to arrive at Wakefield not 
later than May 2nd. 

2nd Lt. P. P. Schrider, when directed by 
» CG, detached MB, Quantico, Va., to MD, 
RR, Wakefield, Mass., to arrive at Wakefield 


later than May 2nd. 
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Capt, A. N, Parker, MCR, on April 30, 1927, 
assigned to active duty for training at MB, 
Quantico, Va., and on May 30, 1927, relieved 


active duty 

Lt. S. A. McClellan, MCR, on May 2, 
assigned to active duty for training at 
. Quantico, Va., and on May 31, relieved 
active duty. 


April 21, 1927 


changes were announced. 


April 22, 1927 
Capt. J. E. Brewster, assigned to duty with 


MD, U. 8S. S. “PITTSBURGH.” 


Capt. L. H. Miller, upon completion of the 
course, detached the Command and General 
Staff School, Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, to 


as Commanding Officer, MB, NAD, Iona 


Island, N. 
April 23, 1927 
No changes were announced. 
April 25, 1927 
No 
April 26, 1927 
L 


changes were announced. 


Col. E. A. Greene, detached MB, Nyd, 
York, N. Y., to duty as CO, MB, NS, 


Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, via the U. S. 8S. 


TERY” sailing from Hampton Roads, 
, on or about May 18, 1927. 

Col. W. M. Small. upon discharge from 
aval Hospital, Washington, D. C., de- 


tached Headquarters Marine Corps to duty 


co, MD, NP, Nyd, Mare Island, Cali- 


April 27, 1927 


‘apt, J. P. Schwerin, detached MD, U. S. 
“HURON,” to Department of the Pacific. 
Lt. W. E. Maxwell, detached ist Bri- 
Haiti, to Gendarmerie d’ Haiti. 


April 28, 1927 
No changes were announced. 


April 29, 1927 


‘ant. J. P. Schwerin, assigned to duty at 
Nyd, Puget Sound, Washington. 


Chf. Mar. Gnr. A. O. Halter, retired as of 
April 20, 1927 
April 30, 1927 


ut.-Col. C. Campbell, when directed by the 
detached MB, Parris Island, 8S, C., to 
NS, Guam, to sail via Army transport 


sailing from San Francisco, Calif., on or 


mut June 10th 
Maj. P. C. Marmion, on or about June Ist 


detached MD, NP, Nyd, Portsmouth, N. H., 


the Naval War College, Newport, R. I., 


authorized to delay enroute until June 28th. 
ist Lt. R. T. Presnell, relieved from duty 


the Third Brigade, MCEF, in China, 


and ordered to return to the United States, 
then 
temporary duty 

The following named officers have been re- 
lieved from duty with the Second Brigade, 
MCEF in Nicaragua, and ordered to return 
to MB, Quantico, Va 


to proceed to MB, Quantico, Va., for 


Major M. B. umphrer, ist Lt. F. S. 


Chappelle, Ist Lt. L. S. Hohn, 2nd Lt. A. T. 
Hunt. 


May 2, 1927 
No changes were announced. 


May 3, 1927 


Capt. B. A. Bone, on May 15th detached 
Quantico, Va., to MD, U. S. S. “TEN- 


NESSEE.” Authorized to delay one month 
enroute. 


Capt, B. M. Coffenberg, on May 6th de- 


tached MB, Quantico, and relieved from duty 
with the 2nd Brigade, MCEF, in Nicaragua, 
and ordered to duty at MB, Nyd, N. Y 


‘apt. G. B. Erskine, upon completion of 
course, detached the Infantry School, 


Fort Benning, Ga., to MB, Quantico, Va. 
aarti delay enroute until June 25th. 


‘apt. E. W. Skinner, upon the re porting of 
relief, detached MD, U. 8S. S. “TEN- 


NE SSEE,” to MB, Quantico, Va. Authorised 
delay enroute until September Ist. 


Maj. G. W. Van Hoose, 
of the course, detached the Infantry School, 
to MB, Quantico, Va. 
Bain, upon completion of the 
detached the Infantry 
to MB, Quantico, 
. A. W. Jacobsen, 


Fort Benning, Ga., 


Fort Benning, Ga., 


Fort Benning, Ga., 
Pa., for duty on the staff of the Basic School. 


Ga., 


to MB, Quantico, 


porting of his 


Southern Rectg. Division, New 
to the Nave 4 War College, 


detached Nz avi al 
99 
Ca ‘pt. W. Radcliffe, 


, detached Coast 


On or about May 


Captain J. T. Wright. 


Tune, 1927 


upon completion 


School, Fort 


Va. 


upon completion of 
Infantry School, 
to MB, Quantico, Va. 

completion of 
Infantry School, 
Nyd, Philadelphia, 


. C. F. Williams, upon the reporting 
of his relief detached MB, 
, to MB, Quantico, 


Guantanamo 
Va. 
M, on June 10th 


Paymaster, 


to NOB, Pe ant Harbor, T. 
To sail from S San Francisco via Army Trans- 
port sailing on or 23rd. 

J upon the reporting 
detached Depot 
Hampton Roads, V 


of Supplies, 
of the As- 
to report 


on June 15th de- 
tached Headquarters Marine Corps, Wash- 
‘ to Depot of Supplies, Hampton 


Capt. G. M. Sturgis, upon completion of the 
course detached FAS, Fort Sill, 
i Authorized delay one month 


Okla., to MB, 


upon comple — 


of the ‘FOC, ‘detached MB, ‘Quantico, Va. 
Offic e of the Assistant Paymaster, Philadel. 


upon completion of 
se, detached FAS, Fort Sill, Okla, 
Authorized to delay 


% Faragher, relieved 
y with the 2nd Brigade, MCEF, in 
return to MB, 


upon the re- 
hed 
» of the Assistant 


MB, Nyd, 


A. detached MB, 
Nyd, Portsmouth, N. 


y. ., upon the re- 
detached Office of the 
: Pa., to MB, 
Parris Island, Cc. to report on july Ist. 


20th detached 
Orleans, La., 
Newport, R. L 

Simon, | completion of the 


Schox yl, 


Quantico, Va. 
, upon completion of the 
Wi ar College, New- 


Pa. 


retired ‘as of M: ay 10, 


upon completion of 
Army Signal School, Ft. 
. to MB, Quantico, Virginia. 

completion 
— School, Ft. 


of the 
Va 


upon "completion of 
Arey Signal School, Ft. 
Quantico, Va. 

ac htler. relie ved from duty 
in Nicaragua, 
and ordered to return to MB. Quantico, 
i ordered from Ist 
2nd Brigade, MCEF, in 
Nicaragua, for special temporary duty. 


Va. 


upon the re porting, his 
ALI- 


PORNTA to, MB, Quantico, Va. 
re ae 
“PRO 


s. 


asigned to duty at 
California. 

rs, detached MB, 
Ss. “PROCYON,” t 


Quan- 
0 


. B. ie ‘rr, on May 18th detached 
Ss. “NEVADA,” to MB, Quantico, 
MD, U. 8. § 

transferred to MB, Nyd, Nor- 
i under command of Captain 


MD, U. Ss. § 
MB, Nyd, 


command of 


une 
May 
Col. 
Head 
C., t 
“PRE 
Franc 
Maj 
grades indicatec ant P 
Col. Douglas C. McDougal. the : 1 Cap 
: Maj. Keller E. Rockey Capt. C. M. R Chf. 
Capt. Bernard Dubel the Nyd, 
ist Lt. H. E. Dunkelberger Island 
May 5, 1927 NA’ 
( ) us McDougal ) 
; Lt. Col. Benj. S. Berry. hi No changes were 
® Maj. Keller B. Rockey. May 6, 1927 Lt. 
Capt. Donald Spicer Office 
ist Lt. Ralph E. Forsyth. oe 
der 
Briga 
Cc gade 
Hosp. 
Va., to MD, U. 8. 8. Liet 
Torp. 
ist Lt. H. H. Hanneken, detached MB, Sta., 
NAS, Lakehurst, N. J., to MB, Nyd, Phila- sis 
delphia, Pa, MI 
The =officers were pro- NELS 
f moted on April 8, 1927, to the next higher f 1927 
grade: Port 
2nd Lt. F. W. Biehl, 2nd Lt. C. C. Jerome, Sans 
2nd Lt. E. H. Price, 2nd Lt. G. J. O'Shea. Kitt 
April 16, 1987 BoYI 
.- No changes were announced. er a 
Fou 
Col. R. C. Kerkek ALBE 
CG, detached MB d 
Naval War Colleg: at 
port not later than ang Mrs. 
Col. J. G. MeGill, the Steu 
c course, detached Army W ‘ ge, Wash- BART 
ington, D. C., to duty as OIC, West rn Re- Chf at £ 
a, San — from dut Mar 
Nicaragul BROV 
N Quantico, Virgina 1927, 
ee Chf. Pay Clk. W. J. Mil Phil 
Capt W. F. Becker, detached MB, NS, Vv N. M., to Offi CHRI! 
Cavite, P. L, to the ii | Paymaster, Philadelphia Apri 
‘ Chf. Pay Clk. C. Chir 
Capt. B. F. Hickey, detached ist Brigade, Quantico, Va., to MI Chri 
; ist Lt. M. A. Edson, detached MB, Quan- for FRIEI 
: tico, Va., to MB, Nyd, Philadelphia, Pa. 1927. 
April 18, 1927 of } 
Col. F. L. Bradman, upon the reporting of s 4206 
; his relief, detached MB, Washington, D. C., May 7, 192 POWF 
to Headquarters Marine Corps ( 5, i 
Col. J. McE. Huey as Was 
course, detached Naval War College, New- Hele 
port, R. L, to duty as CO, MB, NOB, Pearl Qua! 
Harbor, T. H course, detacl THRII 
Col. F. E. Evans, (a Monmouth, N. J of a 
course, detached Naval War College, New- M Capt. A. DeC bor, 
port, R. L, to duty as CO, MB, Washington, c et 
Dd. Cc Jan¢ 
Lt. Col. H. D. South, upon completion of Wass 
the cou 1 927, 
lege M t - bone 
Major C. S Monmout Okla 
Newport, R. I course St. 2 
mouth, N. jurie 
Capt. W. H. Sitz, upon train 
MB, ‘Quantico, Ve’ Authorised to’ 
MB, Quantico, Va Authorized to delay = 
two months enroute Mari 
The following named officers have been om 
‘ promoted to one 
Capt. D. Spicer, Capt, F. O. Rogers, 1s . 
Lt. E. BE. Larson. 
April 19, 1927 May 9, 1927 Hom 
No changes Were announced. No changes were announced. Mra. 
April 20, 1927 May 10, 1927 _ Stree 
Major 'T. 8. Clarke, the Capt. R. Griffin McCAl 
Comdr. Special Service Squadron, detached Inact 
U. S. “MILWAUKEE t MB, Quantico, Nave 
Va Authorized delay_sixty days enroute. Mr. 
Major A. B. Du Ave., 
course, detached the Field Artillery School, CYON, to MB, J 
Fort Sill, Okla., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, Ist 
Calif. Authorized delay one month and fif- N MB, NAS, * _" 5 CHA 
teen days enroute ist Lt. J. m4 Olonga 
Major C. H. Metcalf, upon completion of tico, Va., to! Asiatic 
report on ! HEN 
2nd Lt. J Asiatic 
MD, U. 8 
Major H. 1 of vi Will le 
the course, West I 
to MB. Parris I folk, Virgir 
MB, Parris H. Pefley. and re 
On or about May 20th the NITE 
ade a, a., under the 
Angeles, Calif. Philadelphia, uled te 
Capt. L. 


ay 11, 1927 
T. Holcomb, on June 20th, detached 


Headquarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. 
Cc, to MD, AL, Peking, China, via S. S. 
“PRESIDENT PIERCE” sailing from San 
Francisco on or about July 9th. 

Major A. E. Randall, detail as an Assist- 
ant Paymaster revoked as of June 1, 1927. 

Capt. J. F. S. Norris, APM, detailed as an 
Assistant Paymaster, effective June 1, 1927. 

chf. Mar. Gnr. W. R. Perry, detached MB, 
Nyd, Mare Island, Calif., to MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., via the U. S. S. “SIRIUS” 
sailing from Mare Island, about May 20th. 

NAVAL ORDERS OF INTEREST TO 

MARINE CORPS 

Lt. Comdr. Robert B. Miller (MC) Det. 
Office Sanitary Engineer of Haiti; to 1st Bri- 
gade U. S. Marines, Port au Prince. 

Lieut. William F. Kennedy (MC) Det. Ist 
Brigade, U. S. Marines, Port au Prince; to 
Rec. Bks., Hampton Rds., Va. 

Lt. Comdr. James A. Brown Det, Ist Bri- 
gade U. S. Marines, Port au Prince; to Nav. 
Hosp., Great Lakes, II. 

Lieut. James Humbert (MC) Det. Nav. 
Torp. Sta., Newport, R. I.; to Marine Retg. 
Sta., Cincinnati, Ohio. 


DEATHS 

NELSON, Robert L., Capt., died April 13, 
1927, of disease, at U. S, Naval Hospital, 
Portsmouth, N. H. Next of kin: Mrs. 
Sazsah W. Nelson, wife, 78 Whipple Road, 
Kittery, Maine. 

BOYD, Richard F., ist Lt., retired, died 
April 1, 1927, at Las Animas. Colorado. 
Next of kin: Mrs. Grace P. Boyd, wife, 
Fountain Inn, 8. C. 

ALBERT, Aloys A., Pvt., died April 27, 1927, 
as result of accidental discharge of rifle, 
at Matagalpa, Nicaragua. Next of kin: 
Mrs. Mary Albert, mother, 745 Poplar Ave., 
Steubenville, Ohio. 

BARTH, Oscar O., Cpl., died April 16, 1927, 
at San Diego, Calif. Next of kin: Mrs. 
Mary Jones, mother, Ridgefarm, IIl. 

BROWN, James M., Ist Sgt., died April 10, 
1927, of disease, at the Naval Hospital, 
Philadelphia, Pa. Next of kin: Mr. John 
A. Brown, brother, Martinsville, Va. 

CHRISTIANSEN, Olaf J., Sgt. Maj., died 
April 7, 1927, of disease, at Shanghai, 
China. Next of kin: Mrs. Walborg E. 
Christiansen, wife, 514 West Ivy Street, 
San Diego, Cal. 

FRIEDLANDER, Nathan, Pvt., died April 3, 
1927, of disease, at Shanghai, China. Next 
of kin: Mrs. Sarah Friedlander, mother, 
4206 Park Heights Avenue, Baltimore, Md. 

POWELL, Andrew L., QM. Sgt., died April 
5, 1927, of disease, at the Naval Hospital, 
Washington, D. C. Next of kin: Mrs. 
Helen C. Powell, wife, P. O. Box 242, 
Quantico, Va. 

THRIFT, Charles D., Sgt., died April 4, 1927, 
of disease, at Naval Hospital, Pearl Har- 
bor, Hawaii. Next of kin: Mrs. Fronia 
Greenwade, cousin, 1223 53rd. Street, Oak- 
land, California. 

WALTMAN, Harry L., Pvt., killed April 2, 
1927, in automobile accident near La Jolla, 
California. Next of kin: Mrs. Edith Char- 
boneau, mother, R,. F. D. No. 1, Seiling, 
Oklahoma. 

WIEGMAN, Paul, Pvt., died April 15, 1927, at 
St. Agnes Hospital, Baltimore, Md., of in- 
juries received while attempting to board a 
train. Next of kin: Mr. George Wiegman, 
father, Waukesha, Wisconsin. 

REYNOLDS, George, Ist Sgt., retired, died 
March 15, 1927, of disease, at the Naval 
Home, Philadelphia, Pa. Next of kin: Mr. 
Thomas J. Reynolds, son, 254 Broadway, 
So. Boston, Mass. 

MALLINGER, Simon, Cpl, retired, died 
March 14, 1927, of disease, at the Naval 
Home, Philadelphia, Pa. Next of kin: 
Mrs. Grace Abel, niece, 208 So. Warnock 
Street, Woodbury, N. J. 

McCAFFERTY, Patrick, Gy. Sgt., FMCR, 
Inactive, died April 9, 1927, of disease, at 
Naval Hospital, Norfolk, Va. Next of kin: 
Mr. James McCafferty, son, 29 Bainbridge 
Ave., Craddock, Va. 


NAVAL TRANSPORTS 

CHAUMONT~—Sailed Shanghai 5 May for 
Olongapo. Operating temporarily with the 
Asiatic Fleet. 

HENDERSON—Operating temporarily with 
Asiatic Fleet. Arrived Shanghai 2 May. 
KITTERY—Arrived Norfolk Yard 5 May. 
Will leave Hampton Roads 18 May for the 
West Indies touching at the following ports 
in the order named: Cape Haitien, Port-au- 
Prince, Guantanamo, San Juan, St. Thomas 
and return to Hampton Roads. 
NITRO—Sailed San Pedro 6 May for Mare 
Island. Arrived Mare Island 7 May. Sched- 
uled to leave Mare Island 25 May, arrive 
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“Still in the Bullseye” 


The 1927 International Team sailing for 
Rome early in May to uphold the shooting 
honor of the United States goes equipped 
exclusively with Chloroil Solvent and Stazon 
Products for cleaning their arms. 

These materials have made “a _ possible’ 
ever since first placed on the market and 
are “Still in the Bullseye.” Beginning with - 
1920 every International Shooting Team 
has used the Stazon Line, thus bearing out 
our slogan. 

“Those Who Know—Use Chloroil and Stazon 
Products.” Don’t Take Chances—follow the 
lead of the leaders! 


Please send me....... bottles of Chloroil @ 35c. 
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Honolulu 1 June; leave 3 June, arrive Shang- 
hai 18 June; leave 24 June, arrive Manila 28 
June; leave 8 July, arrive Guam 13 July; 
leave 18 July, arrive Puget Sound 2 August. 

PATOKA—Arrived Quantico 8 May. Will 
leave Quantico 10 May, arrive Narragansett 
Bay 12 May; 23 May, arrive Quantico 


27 May 

RAMAPO—Sailed Gulf of Fonseca 3 May 
for Mare Island, Due Mare Island 16 May 
for overhaul. 

SALINAS—Sailed San Pedro 27 April, due 
Canal Zone 9 May. Scheduled to leave 
Canal Zone 17 May, arrive San Pedro 29 
May; leave 1 June, arrive Canal Zone 12 
June 

SAPELO—Arrived Tompkinsville 29 April. 
Will leave New York about 13 May for York- 
town and Narragansett Bay. 

SIRIUS—Arrived Mare Island 4 May. 
Scheduled to leave Mare Island 20 May, ar- 
rive San Pedro 22 May; leave 25 May, arrive 
San Diego 26 May; leave 31 May, arrive 
Canal Zone 12 June; leave 16 June, arrive 
Guanatanamo 19 June; leave 20 June, arrive 
Norfolk 24 June; leave 6 July, arrive Phila- 
delphia 7 July; leave 14 July, arrive New 
York 15 July; leave 25 July, arrive Boston 27 
July. 

VEGA—At Navy Yard Norfolk under re- 
pairs. Date of completion 9 May. Will leave 
Hampton Roads 10 May, arrive Philadelphia 
11 May; leave 18 May, arrive New York 19 
May; leave 29 May, arrive Norfolk 31 May. 
Will leave Norfolk 2 June for the West 
Coast on the following itinerary: Arrive 
Coco Solo 9 June; leave 12 June, arrive Bal- 
boa 12 June; leave 13 June, arrive San Diego 
23 June; leave 27 June, arrive San Pedro 
27 June; leave 28 June, arrive Mare Island 
30 June; leave 8 July, arrife Puget Sound 
11 July; leave Puget Sound 25 July for 
Alaska. 

BRAZOS—Arrived Yonkers 1 May. 

BRIDGE—Arrived Yonkers 28 April. 

ARCTIC—Arrived New York 27 April. 
Scheduled to leave New York 16 May, leave 
Hampton Roads 28 May for Canal Zone. 

CU YAMA—Arrived Yonkers 1 May. 

KANAWHA—Arrived New York 6 May. 

NECHES—Arrived Mare Island 3 April for 
overhaul. Date of completion of overhaul 
21 May. Will leave Mare Island 26 May for 
Canal Zone. 

PECOS—Arrived Manila 29 April, 

TENTATIVE SAILINGS 

KITTERY—From Hampton Roads to West 
Indies, 18 May. 

KITTERY—From Hampton Roads to West 
Indies, 29 May. 

— ore Mare Island to Asiatic, 25 
aay. 

PATOKA—From Narragansett Bay to 
Hampton Roads, via Quantico, 23 May. 

; SALINAS -From Canal Zone to San Pedro, 

7 May. 

SAPELO—From New York to Yorktown 
and Narragansett Bay, 13 May. 
SIRIUS—From Mare Island to East Coast, 
20 May. 

VEGA—From Hampton Roads to Phila- 
delphia, New York and Norfolk, 10 May. 
— Norfolk to West Coast, 3 
une. 


REENLISTMENTS 

Hall, Lawrence W., at Boston, 4-13-27, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

Hjortsberg, Alexander L., at Washington, 
4-14-27, for Hdqtrs, Washington. 

Ziegler, Ernest H., at New Orleans, 4-9-27, 
for MB, Parris Island. 

Albreck, Mike, at San Francisco, 4-9-27, for 
MB, Puget Sound. 

Dempster, Lee B., at Denver, 4-9-27, for 
MB, Mare Island. 

Papen, Herman A., at Quantico, 4-14-27, 
for MFF, Quantico. 

Bostrom, Leonard, at Baltimore, 4-15-27, 
for Rectg., Baltimore. 

Snyder, Ezra A., at Washington, 4-16-27, 
for Hdqtrs, Washington. 

Codner, William F., at Oklahoma City, 
4-13-27, for MB, San Diego. 

Moore, Charles D., at Kansas City, 4-14-27, 
for Rectg., Kansas City. 

Graham, Lester E., at San Diego, 4-11-27, 
for MB, San Diego. 

Laidley, Clarence W., at San Diego, 4-12- 
27, for MB, San Diego. 

Neally, George W., at Los Angeles, 4-13-27, 
for MB, San Diego. 

Phillips, Jacob K., 
for MB, San Diego. 

Brennan, August K., at Newark, 4-16-27, 
for MB, Hampton Roads. 

Nolan, James J., at Philadelphia, 4-18-27, 
for Rectg., Philadelphia. 

Stephens, Robert A., 
for MB, San Diego, 

Carlson, William, at Buffalo, 4-27-27, for 
MB, Parris Island. 


at San Diego, 4-12-27, 


at Seattle, 4-12-27, 
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Cortright, Louis A., at Buffalo, 4-27-27, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

Novick, Jacob, at Philadelphia, 4-26-27, HR, 
for West Coast. 

Staph, William L., at Hartford, 4-26-27, 
for Rectg., Hartford. 

Benningfield, Roy, at MB, Washington, for 
MB, Washington. 

Hoyle, Gardner B., at Washington, 4-28-27 
HR, for Haiti. : 

Stein, Ambrose C., at Cleveland, 4-28-27, 
for MB, Parris Island. 

Daniel, William H., at San Diego, 4-21-27, 
for MB, San Diego. 

Morris, Joseph L., at San Diego, 4-21-27, 
for MB, San Diego. 

Moses, Wilbur V., at Denver, 4-21-27, for 
tectg., Denver. 

Clark, Herbert, at Portsmouth, N, H., 4- 
27-27, for MB, San Diego. 

Murray, Murtis, at Norfolk, 4-30-27, for 
MB, Norfolk. 

Razzette, Raoul L., at Quantico, 4-30-27 
for MB, Quantico. 

Smith, John W., at Quantico, 4-30-27, for 
MB, Quantico. 

Korman, Frank A., at Boston, 4-25- 
MB, Parris Island. 

Jenkins, Jasper L., at Washington, 5-4-27, 
for Hdqtrs, Washington. 

Gifford, Adolph S., at Lakehurst, 5-2-27 
for MB, Pearl Harbor. 

Steinhauser, John J., at Norfolk, 5-3 
for MB, New Orleans. 

McMahon, James, at New York, 5-3-27, 
for MFF, Quantico. 

Witt, John A., at Washington, 5-2-27, HR, 
for Guantanamo Bay. 

Jeffries, Harold L., at Chicago, 4-28-27, 
for MB, Quantico. 

Laemmert, Oscar, at San Francisco, 4-28- 
27, for APM, San Francisco, 


RECENT GRADUATES OF MARINE 
CORPS INSTITUTE 

Corporal Elmer Lietch—Poultry Farming 
Course. 

Corporal LeRoy Whiteher—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Corporal John E. WHartzell—Motorman’s 
Course. 

Sergeant Alfred G. Werben—Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk Course. 

Corporal John F. Grogan—Common and 
High School Course. 

Gunnery Sergeant Stanley G. Samuelson— 
Commercial Correspondence Course. 

Corporal John F. Grogan—Mathemativcs and 
Physics for Mechanical Engineers Course. 

Sergeant Charles Collins—Civil Service 
General Clerical Course. 

Private ist Class Jay W. 
Railway Postal Clerk Course. 

Private Homer T. Hightower—Railway 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Private Edwin Peterson—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Private Frank Lewis—Railroad Office Au- 
diting Course. 

Private Chester H,. Johnson—Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk Course. 

Captain James E. Snow—Spanish Course. 

Corporal Peter B. Emanuelson—Traffic 
Management Course, 

Staff Sergeant William R. Glavin—Banking 
and Business Law Course. 
_ Private Herman L. Lay—Diversified Farm- 
ing Course. 

Corporal Henry Shepherd—Power House 
Electric Course. 

Private Ist Class Lally M. Graves—Poul- 
try Farming Course. 

Private Robert C. Snelling—Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk Course. 

Private Eleer L. Byfield—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Private William O. Walker—Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk Course. 

Corporal Leon A. Cota—Show Card Let- 
tering Course. 

Private 1st Class Jacob E. Harris—Rail- 
way Postal Clerk Course. 

Private ist Class Roy K. Ellay—Railway 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Private Ist Class Ludwig Glahn—Good 
English Course, 

Corporal John E. Bowen—Aeroplane En- 
gines Course. 

Staff Sergeant Leslie R. Bennett—Lake 
Navigation Course. 

Private Howard Cullen Berns—Railway 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Private Fritz E. Riisgaard—Complete Gas 
Engines Course. 

Corporal William B. Caldwell—<Aeroplane 
Engines Course. 

Private Ist Class William G. Dewey—Aero- 
plane Engines Course. 

Private William T. Davin—Industrial De- 
signing Course. 

Private Leo G. Schmidt—Railway Tele- 
graph Operator's Course. 
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THE FOUR HUNDRED 
Continued from page 12 


ing isn’t the safest kind of headgear to 
carry around when the papers is so full 
of description that describes. You ought 
to have threw that top-piece into the 
gutter long ago. Come on, buy yourself 
a new one, and toss this one into the 
river.” 

But he refuses to listen. So we sits 
down on one of the concrete benches and 
begins a confab. 

“Say, Dick,” he begins, using my 
Christian name, which he does only when 
he’s on the ropes or down on his luck, 
“You know something that no other sap 
knows in this town. You know what 
they do with guys like that.” And he 
makes a pass at his throat, which re- 
minds me of a barber. But I don’t blink 
an eye, knowing the Bat too well to be- 
lieve his threats. 

“And though I wouldn’t think of fool- 
ing like that, there is a possibility that 
you will brag about it, or let it spill 
somewhere where it does not fit. Then 
there will be hell to pay, see? Also, I 
want you to forget that you know me, 
or ever saw the jane that was with me.” 

“Where is she?” I asks sociable-like. 

“Dick, you’re getting too damned per- 
sonal, but I’ll tell you. ’Cause I ain’t 
much afraid that you will blab. She 
skipped out for Chicago yesterday and 
I’m going there this afternoon to join 
her.” 

“And she’s got the cash?” 

“Yep, she took the bag with her. I’m 
getting my split when I get there; that 
is, er—we are getting married as soon 
as I arrive. Congratulate me.” 

“Congratulate you. Why, you fool, 
she’s been playing you for a nut. You'll 
never see a red cent of that cash. She 
probably skipped off and you'll find the 
old roost vacant when you land.” 

But the Bat wouldn’t believe it. 

“You don’t understand, Crab. I can’t 
expect you to, you belonging to the scum 
of the earth. But us, we're different. 
Don’t you think there is honor among 
thieves? Why, if it hadn’t been for 
that girl, I’d still have been a _bar- 
hanger-on, and now, I’m rich. Rich, 
Crab. I’ve picked enough pockets in the 
last month that it will never be neces- 
sary for me to filch another cent. Then, 
she told me she would raise me up in 
the world. See? I’m going to be one of 
the Four Hundred, I am. And when we 
are married and have a little farm out 
her way in Illinois, I’ll wire you and you 
can come and stay as long as you want 
to. That’s me, always good to them 
that’s good to me. 

He finished dramatically, then fished 
out his watch. 

“Holy smokes! I’m going to miss that 
rattler. It’s due in five minutes. Well, 
see you again, old man.” 

I grips his hand and wishes him luck, 
and entreats him to doff that fedora. 

“Come on, for my sake, Bat. Take 


mine, and I’ll take the chances.” But 
he’s set in his way and the last I see of 
him he is heading for the station at a 
mile-a-minute clip. 


But if the poor cuss had known into 
what he was rushing so fast, he would 
have slipped and broke a leg. For, as I 
reads in the morning papers, the bulls 
are waiting for the man in the fedora. 
They have his description and all and 
he runs into their mitts as slick as you 
could imagine. 

You’re wondering how it was done. 
Easy. The jane had got on the rattler 
for Chicago the evening before. She had 
a bag. Well, nothing happened until 
she crossed the Ohio state line, where 
they knew her to be a good smuggler of 
the pre-war stuff that tickles your throat. 

About in Cleveland, a state man gets 
on to look them over and he pipes this 
jane sitting there innocent like, chewing 
her gum and looking out of the window. 
He introduces himself and asks her 
where’s she’s been and she tells him in 
New York. Which sets him in his theory 
that she’s been there to get a couple of 
quarts of good stuff. He pulls out a 
John Doe warrant and takes her to 
headquarters, in spite of the fact that 
she is setting up a terrible squeal about 
not having any of the stuff on her. 


In headquarters, they open the bag and 


find a wad of coin and some securities 
which they check up and place without 
trouble. They are the missing “L” 
securities and the cash must of been 
with them when it was took. 

Now, they know that she could not 
have pulled off the stuff herself, so they 
quizzes her, but she’s mute. They ask 
her who the guy in the fedora is. They 
bring pictures of several of the guys 
which uses them regular, but she no’s 
every one of them. Then they ask her 
to tell on the bozo, and they’ll give her 
a hight sentence, seeing as she is only 
the tool in the holdup. So she, the 
darned cuss, lets on she’s breaking down 
and admits that she was forced to take 
part in the holdup, when you and I know 
that without her coaxing, Bat never 
would have thought of such a thing. 

Well, her play takes in the cops and 
they get some more info out of her to 
the effect that the bird with the fedora 
is going to catch the 3:55 out of the big 
city. All they have to do, says she, is 
to nab him. 

Of course, they says, he might change 
his headgear. Never, she says. Be- 
cause she told him that the toppiece is 
classy and she liked it. He would be 
there with the old lid on. 

So, when Bat steams into the station, 
there are willing hands waiting for him 
and they take him down to the station 
where he meets the girl. She gives him 
the laugh and they tell him how she 
talked about the whole thing. 

Well, when the jury got through with 
the case, they made a decision. And 
believe me, boy, if Bat wanted to get 
into the Four Hundred, he certainly did. 

Yep, you guessed it. He’s got the 
chance of playing No. 395 for twenty 
short years, which proves that them 
what goes hard after a thing usually 
gets it—in the neck. 
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scientifiC tooth paste 
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your checting good enough to 
get you one, keep your picked 
gun in best condition with Hoppe’s 
Nitro Powder Solvent No. 9. Al- 
ways have a bottle in your kit— 
as indispensable as pads, “mike,” 
*scope, score book. ecommended 
by Uncle Sam. Used for more 
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marksmen. Sold at your Post 
Exchange. 
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COMFORTING 
Sam, on board the transport, had just 
been issued his first pair of hobnails. 


“One thing, suah,” he ruminated, “if Ah 
falls overboard, Ah suttenly will go down 
at ’tenshun.”—Comeback. 


During sermon on Sunday a baby 
began to cry, and its mother carried it 
toward the door. 

“Stop!” said the minister, “the baby 
is not disturbing me.” 

To which the mother caustically re- 
plied, “Oh, ’e ain’t, ain’t ’e? Well you’re 
disturbin’ ’im!”—Bulletin. 


Colonel (instructing new messenger): 
“When I need you I will call: ‘Here, 
John’.” 

Dam Sin: “All lightee! Me shout: 
‘Comin’ Tommy’.”—Gazette. 


“Am I the only girl you ever kissed?” 
she demanded 
“Nun-no,” 
Papa, “but—” 

“Then vamoose,” shot out the vamp 
“if you know the course and that’s your 

top form, I’m not playing!” 
—Trouble Shooter. 


blurted out the Sugar 


Fair Young Thing (indicating staff 
sergeant all dolled up): “Does he pilot?” 
Buck Private: “No ma’am, he don’t 
pile it, he just spreads it.”—Sea Breezes. 


Sonny had just returned from his first 
attendance at Sunday School. He beamed 
proudly as he announced that the minis- 
ter had spoken to him. 

“Well,” said his father, “what did he 
say to you?” 

“He told me to keep quiet.”—Recruit. 


Salty—“When I proposed to my wife 
I got into all kinds of trouble.” 

Boots—“How was that?” 

Salty—“She was so hard of hearing 
and I had to shout so loud that four old 
maids on the same floor sued me for 
breach of promise.”—Bulletin. 


4A man always chases a woman until she 
catches him. 


FROM THE g 


DUBLIN CHURCHYARD EPITAPH 
Here lies removed from mundane scenes 
A Major of the King’s Marines; 

Under arrest in narrow borders, 
He rises not ’til further orders. 


A policeman saw professor Jones 
fumbling around a key hole, approach- 
ing the absent minded scholar, said: 
“My dear sir, you cannot open the door 
with a cigar.” 

“Cigar?” questioned the professor, 
looking at the battered stump, “then I 
must have smoked the key!”—Recruit. 


Stick-up man. “Gimme your money.” 
Hen peck (absentmindedly). “Yes, 
my dear.”—Legation Guard News. 


Nervous Passenger (in air taxi, about 
5,000 feet up): “W-w?what are you-l- 
laughing at driver?” 

Driver: “I’m just laughing at the 
superintendent. About this time he’ll 
be searching for me all over the lunatic 
asylum.”—Judge. 


lst Hebrew: “Ikey, I see that you 
have a new blind to your shop window. 
How did you raise the money?” 
2nd Hebrew: “Vell, I put a box on 
the counter, marked ‘For the Blind’!” 
—Globe & Laurel 


An elderly woman paid her first visit 
to the dentist to have several teeth ex- 
tracted. 

“Will you have gas, Madam?” she was 
asked. 

“Certainly,” she replied, “I don’t want 
you fumbling in the dark.”—Hoist. 


“Lady,” said a beggar, “could you 
give me a quarter to get where my 
family is?” 

“Certainly, my poor man, here’s a 
quarter. Where is your family?” 

“At de movies, Madame.”—Judge. 


Teacher: “What, Oscar, is the Ancient 
Order of the Bath?” 

Young Oscar (puzzled): “I dunno; 
Johnnie comes first, then Willie, then the 
baby.”—Pearl Harbor Weekly. 
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SOCIAL BARRIERS 
Mrs. Highhat (to hopeful): Willie, 
I don’t want you to play with that little 
Klumph boy; they have such a cheap 
bootlegger.—Alligator. 


The ship was sinking and the Irish 
captain had summoned all the crew and 
passengers to the deck. 

“How many of yez can row?” he 
asked. Part of the crowd stepped for- 
ward. 

“Into the boats with yez thin,” he or- 
dered. “I guess the rest of yez will 
have to swim for it.”—Laughter. 


“I suppose you’ve been in the navy so 
long that you are accustomed to sea 
legs.” 

“Lady, I wasn’t even looking.”—Hoist. 


Dinner was late in being served. “The 
missus” went into the kitchen and came 
back weak from laughing. 

“Oh, Kathrinka looks  so-o-funny, 
John. The brandy is all gone and she’s 
trying to knit a sweater out of the 
spaghetti.”—The Street Cleaner. 


Willie, “Say, Pop, did you go to Sun- 
day School when you were a boy?” 

Dad: “Yes, son, regularly.” 

Willie: “I'll bet it won’t do me any 
good either.”—Hurty-Peck. 


In the receiving ward of the base hos- 
pital, the new cases were receiving pa- 
jamas and bath robes. Rastus came in 
with a bunch of others and the orderly 
thought that he had been overlooked. 

“Have you pajamas, Rastus?” he 
asked. 

“No sah, mumps,” was the reply. 

—Recruiter. 


“What’s the fuss in the school yard, 
sonny?” asked a gentleman passing 4 
ward school. 

“Why, the doctor’s just been around 
examinin’ us, an’ one of the deficient 
boys is knockin’ the stuffin’ out of 4 
perfect kid.”—Bulletin. 


A clean desk indicates that the buck has 
been passed. 
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A live-wire salesman rushed up to the 
home of a doctor in a small village about 
8 a. m. and asked him to come at once 
to a distant town. 

The doctor cranked his flivver, and 
they drove furiously to their destina- 

on. 

- Upon their arrival, the salesman 
asked: “How much is your fee, Doctor?” 

“Three dollars,” said the physician in 
surprise. 

“Here you are,” said the salesman, 
handing over the money, “that blamed 
garage-keeper wanted $15 to drive me 
over when I missed the train.” 

—Keystone Motorist. 


“Did you take a bath?” 
“No sir, is there one missing?” 


“Peter, I am going to promote you to 
officer manager.” 

“Thank you sir—this is quite unex- 

ted!” 
el have been watching you work 
closely and you seem to have the quali- 
fications for a manager. You have been 
married only one year, and have al- 
ready been out with five of our stenog- 
raphers.”—Pearl Harbor Weekly. 


He: “Darling, what did you do with 
those narcisus bulbs?” 

She: “Why honey, I am sorry. I 
thought they were onions and you ate 
the last one for supper last night.” 

—Recruiter. 


Uncle Wheeler, while at the club made 
a bet that, blindfolded, he could name 
any ten drinks merely by the taste. So 
everything was fixed up. They put a 
handkerchief over his eyes and he start- 
ed tasting the drinks offered him. One 
by one he named them off, until he came 
to the last one. Here he was stumped. 

“Nope, you’ve got me beat. That’s 
one drink I never tasted,” admitted Un- 
cle. “What is it?” 

“Water,” says Tippy, as he took the 
blindfold off—Leg. Guard News. 


“What do you think of the Art Mu- 
seum?” 

“Oh, the pictures are pretty good, but 
they ain't no good jokes under them.” 
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HE WANTED SILENCE 


The blinds were pulled down to keep 
out the morning sunlight, a pitcher of 
ice water was near the head of the bed 
in which the man was lying, and a wet 
cloth was laying across his throbbing 
head. 

A cat came to the door, stopped at 
the threshold, looked around, and then 
slowly walked across the room, turned 
and started out again, when the man on 
the bed suddenly rasped out, “Say you 
—! ** ?—?—! * cat, you don’t need 
to stamp your feet so when you walk!!” 

—Kansas Sour Owl. 


A tourist who had stopped at a moun- 
taineer’s cabin, noticed four big holes 
in the door. 

Tourist: “Friend, I do not like to be 
inquisitive, but what are the four holes 
in your door for?” 

Mountaineer: “Wal, yo’ see, I has 
four cats.” 

“But wouldn’t one good sized hole do 
for all the cats?” 

“When I says ‘scat’ I means ‘SCAT’.” 

—Newport Recruit. 


—QUOTING OSCAR— 


On The Whole — 
MP's Are No Worse 


An angler went to heaven and after 
being accepted in the fishing club cor- 
nered a group of his new found friends 
and told a fish story. He noticed one 
man laughing uproariously and he de- 
manded angrily who the fellow was. 

“Oh,” replied one of the new found 
friends, “that’s only Jonah.”—Hoist. 


A certain admiral, whose use of pro- 
fanity is well known in the navy, re- 
cently inspected one of his ships. When 
he came to the brig his sharp eyes trav- 
eled from one prisoner to another, all 
of whom were ill at ease under his 
scrutiny. 

“What in the h—Il are you in for?” 
he roared at one of them. 

“For using profanity, sir,” answered 
the sailor—The Periscope. 
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NO MORE WORRY 

Two black boys were talking over their 
troubles and all at once Sambo ex- 
claimed “Rastus, I ain’t goin’ to worry 
no mo.” 
“How yo’ all gwin git away from wor- 
ryin’?” Rastus asked. 
“Why,” announced Sambo, “I’m gwine 
git an official worrier to do ma worryin’ 
an’ Ah’m gwine ter pay him $3,000 a 
year salary.” 
“Now, Sambo, yo’ all knows yo’ ain’t 
got no money, let alone $3,000.” 
“I knows dat, Rastus, an’ dat’s de fust 
job I’se gwine to give de official worrier 
to worry about.”—Contributed. 


“Ever been stiff in any joint?” 
“No I never drink.” 


It is war time. Seeing a khaki-clad 
figure passing, the private called out: 
“Hey, Buddie, gimme a light.” 
The other obligingly held out a burn- 
ing match. 
The doughboy, looking up to thank 
his “buddie,” discovered to his amaze- 
ment the star of a brigadier. 
“I beg your pardon, sir,” he said, “I 
didn’t mean any disrespect. I didn’t 
notice you was a general.” 
“That’s all right, Buddie,” said the 
General—who apparently was a regu- 
lar ‘guy’”—“but you should thank God 
I wasn’t a second lieutenant.” 
—Manchester Guardian. 


Mother: “Now, Willie, if you put this 
wedding cake under your pillow, what 
you dream will come true.” 

Willie: “Why can’t I eat the cake and 
put the pillow over my stomach?” 

Tra. Sta. News. 


Builder’s Foreman: “Excuse me, but 
are you the lady wot’s singing?” 
Lady: “Yes, I was singing. Why?” 
Builder’s Foreman: “Well, might I 
arsk you not to hang out that top note 
so long. The men have knocked off 
twice already, mistakin’ it for the din- 
ner whistle.”—Recruiter. 


He—Why the deuce do I struggle 
with this piffling job? 
Him—Don’t be discouraged; think of 
the mighty oak—it was once a nut like 
you. 
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FAVORITE 


Tee up the 1927 Colonel— 
famed for its long, true flight, 
its enduring sturdiness, its 
accuracy and balance. The 
new mesh marking offers 
minimum resistance in the air 
and picks up less dirt. 


After the first drive you'll 
know why the Colonel was 
awarded the Sesquicentennial 
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if his motor was cutting out, until the 
plane lost speed, and that might be too 
late. And he couldn’t be watching his 
instruments all the time. Larry, you 
ought to know what he went through. 
Imagine flying all the time in dead 
silence, when you were used to the roar 
of your motor, and the whine of the 
wires. That wire you saw was one of his 
ideas—he uses it to tell motor speeds. 
He tapes the end and holds it in his teeth 
says it vibrates differently as the motor 
speeds up. That’s only one of the stunts 
he’s had to figure out. While everyone 
else was practicing for this race he was 
trying out on a cleared spot ten miles 
from here—where no one could see him 
or get in his way if he had trouble. 


“T was on pins and needles the first 
week or so. One day he almost walked 
into a propeller because he couldn’t hear 
the motor start up suddenly. I made him 
promise to fly at high altitudes until he 
felt absolutely safe.” 

Arlene had drooped like a broken 
flower during "Doc’s” explanation. Now 
she looked up appealingly. 

“Oh, I am so ashamed,” she cried, 
“though I did believe in him longer than 
anyone knows. It was only after he 
avoided me when he came back that I 
thought he had changed. Even then it 
wasn’t that I thought him afraid. I was 
afraid—I thought he didn’t care any 
more——” 

The look in her eyes would have sent 
Banterman’s hopes tumbling. At the 
thought I turned and peered up the 
course, for the racers were about due to 
approach the last pylon. 

In a few minutes there was a dull rum- 
ble and several darting specks appeared 
against the sky. The ships were well 
bunched, but there were two which held 
a good lead on the others. My heart 
sank as I saw that the first was Banter- 
man’s. Then with a thrill I recognized 
Keith’s number on the second plane, and 
saw that he was gaining rapidly. The 
two ships bore down on the pylon, Keith 
swinging into a carefully calculated bank 
which would bring him ahead of Banter- 
man and slightly above. At the same in- 
stant Banterman, apparently realizing 
that he was about to lose, ruddered to 
the right, swerving across the space into 
which Keith was headed. It was a ter- 
rible chance he took, or it would have 
been with any man but Keith. The in- 
tent back of that maneuver suddenly be- 
came clear to me. He was relying on 
Keith to avert a crash by a hurried skid 
to the left, which would place him far 
out from the pylon, and give Banterman 
a greater lead than ever. 

But the skill on which he risked his life 
was greater than he suspected. With a 
lightning-like flick of controls, Keith 
dropped his ship into the perilously small 
space between Banterman’s plane and 
the ground. For a seconds it seemed 
that collision in those close quarters was 
inevitable. Then Keith hurtled under 
the other PX and shot into a daring turn 


at the very edge of the pylon. Banter. 
man, evidently confused at seeing Keith's 
plane flash beneath him, hauled back on 
his stick and zoomed wildly out of dan- 
ger. By the time he had recovered posi- 
tion the other racers were rounding the 
pylon, while Keith was thundering over 
the finish line. 

After the planes had landed the crowd 
swarmed out onto the field, shouting 
Keith’s praises with as much fervor as 
they had formerly used in deriding him, 
He escaped their demonstration by tax. 
ing far down the field and making for 
the nearest hangar. 


“Roaring Bill” took a hand then. Gath. 
ering us into his car, he fired a fusillade 
of orders at the officer-of-the-day, and 
then we were careening down the road 
toward the pilots’ quarters, while a ring 
of sentries kept the mob from following, 

Keith was just coming out of the 
locker room when we entered the build- 
ing. Arlene went straight up to him, 
quite as though she had forgotten that 
anyone else was there. 

“Keith—Keith,” she faltered, and then 
remembering that he could not hear she 
lifted her lips so that he could see what 
she was saying. The look in her eyes 
would have been enough, though. “ 
understand everything now, but why— 
why didn’t you tell me? Surely you 
never thought it would make and dif- 
ference between us? If you had only 
given me a chance to prove that, dear!” 

He smiled down at her, and somehow 
all the strain and worry of the past 
months was gone from his face. Even 
the tension of his terrific race hardly 
showed upon him. 

“T’ve acted like a silly fool,” he said 
calmly, and his voice was like that of the 
old Keith. “If I had known what I’ve just 
found out this would never have hap- 
pened. But, thank Heaven, it’s all over 
and we can forget about it.” 

“What do you mean?” she asked won- 
deringly. “It’s all over ?—What is over, 
Keith?” 

“T mean I can hear again,” he said 
happily. “That dive over the line did it— 
I was a fool not to think of that before. 
One of the specialists said a sudden pres 
sure had been responsible. Something 
clicked inside my head in that dive and! 
was all right again. I almost forgot 
what I was doing.” 

He reached down and took both of he 
hands in his. Seeing we were just atmos 
phere as far as they were concerned, 
“Roaring Bill” motioned us to follow him 
outside. Banterman was just coming i. 
his swagger entirely gone and a sulle, 
beaten look on his face. “Roaring Bill” 
stopped him. 

“If I were you, captain,” he said, witt 
a trace of mockery in his voice, “ 
wouldn’t go in there just now. Yo 
might interrupt an important conferen 
—between my new aide and the futur 
Mrs. Saunders.” 

Then we drove away, leaving Bante 
man with hanging jaw. 
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THE CAPTAIN’S ORDERLY 
Continued from page 9 


imagine he kind of expected something 
of the sort, he was so calm. He simply 
told me to inform the Engineer Officer 
that permission was granted, and then 
to report back in the cabin. Well, it 
was done now, and all I had to do was 
take what was coming. Speculating as 
to what I would get out of it I reentered 
the cabin, and the shock was terrific. 
If he had gone into a terrible rage I 
would have understood it better, but he 
was very gentle. All he said was: 

“Orderly, I am not certain whether 
you are just dumb, or whether you are 
doing this intentionally, but this I do 
know—if it happens again you will find 
yourself enroute to the brig for a diet 
of bread and water. That’s all.” 

Well, my scheme had failed. Of this 
there was no doubt in my mind as bread 
and water did not appeal to me a’tall. 
When my watch was over and I had been 
relieved, I went up on deck and, picking 
out a nice soft hatch combing, sat down 
to figure it all out. After much ponder- 
ing I came to the conclusion that the 
orderly job was pretty good; at least 
it was better than bread and water. It 
had a few good features, and these were 
further enhanced a little later when the 
quartermaster on watch told me that 
we were coaling ship the next day; the 
Captain’s orderlies were excused from 
this sweet job. 

At 4:00 a. m. the next morning I was 
back on the door again, but had noth- 
ing to do until about six bells when the 
Captain sent me to the Officer of the 
Deck to tell him to send a message to 
the “collier” to the effect that we would 
be ready to commence coaling at 10:00 
a.m. I found the O. D. on the bridge and 
delivered the message, but on my way 
back thought I would take time out for a 
smoke, so went down to the Marine 
quarters for this purpose. The smok- 
ing lamp was out, but there was a nice 
open gun port down there where one 
could squeeze behind the gun and blow 
the smoke out of the gun-port, thereby 
dodging the “jimmy-legs.” My arrival 
in the Marine quarters was the signal for 


much hilarity on the part of the 
“leathers.” 

“Oh slush!” one of them shouted. 
a who’s here. Isn’t he too cute for 
words ?” 


The others made similar remarks and 
all seemed to get a great kick out of 
the fact that I was a Captain’s orderly. 

“That’s al’right,” I yelled, trying to 
make myself heard above the general 
hubbub. “I bet a lot of you guys wish 
you had the job so you wouldn’t have to 
coal ship.” 

“Well, I don’t know so much about 
the orderly job, as that kind of soldier- 
ing never did appeal to me, but I cer- 
tainly don’t like this blasted coaling 
ship,” spoke up one of the gang. “Say, 
d’ya know what damn job I’ve got?” 

“Checking bags aboard,” I ventured. 
‘ Checking bags, hell,” he growled. 
Down in the cockeyed collier, filling 
bags.” 

“And that’s all you straight dut guys 
are fit for,” I gibbed. “They ought > 
stick the whole lot of you down there.” 
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“I wish they would,” he replied, “it 
wouldn’t be so bad then as we could sol- 
dier on the job, but there’s only two of 
us going down in the collier, and you 
can bet your sweet life we'll be watched 
like hawks to see we don’t miss any 
shovelfuls.” 

“Who’s the other poor simp?” I asked. 

“Slim Jones,” he snapped, “and he 
ain’t worth a snowball in hell.” 

I looked around for Jones to kid him 
a bit, but couldn’t see him anywhere so, 
with a superior air, said: “Well, it goes 
to show that us orderlies are favored 
guys. Not for us to soil our lily white 
mitts on dirty coal bags and shovels; 
where’s Jones?” 

“What d’ya want Jones for?” 
asked. 

“Oh, just to sympathize with him,” I 
replied. 

“I guess he’s getting his coaling 
clothes on,” he said, “but he won’t want 
to listen to you, girlie.” 

“Why not?” I asked. 

“Whoin’ell wants to listen to a Cap- 
tain’s flunky,” he’ growled. 

“ ‘ats alright about the flunky,” I said, 
“but don’t forget, WE DON’T HAVE TO 
COAL SHIP,” and with this supposed- 
to-be cutting remark I left him to his 
growling. 

I figured I had better be getting back 
to the door as I had been away quite a 
while, so off I went. When I got back 
I was greatly surprised to find Jones 
standing there, all dolled up like a light- 
house. 

“Say, what the 
here?” I asked him. 

“My gosh,” he whispered. “You better 
beat it in to the Skipper; he wants to 
see you.” 

I wondered what was wrong this time. 
I was certain I had delivered that last 
message K. O. and could not imagine 
what I had done. Going into the cabin 
I approached the Skipper and said, “does 
the Captain wish to see me?” 

“My God, NO,” he barked. “That’s 
just what I don’t want to do. Report at 
once to the Marine Officer.” 

This looked mighty serious, so when 
I got outside I once more asked Jones 
how he happened to be there. He told 
me that the lst Sergeant had told him to 
get ready and report on the Captain’s 
door at once. Well! this was not very 
enlightening, and it was with a great 
deal of trepidation that I went to see 
the Marine Officer. Knocking on his 
door I was told to enter. As soon as 
he saw who it was he let out a war- 
hoop: 

“You're a fine specimen of a Marine, 
ain’t you? Where in have you 
been ?” 

“Why, Sir,” I replied, “I was only up 
to the bridge with a message from the 
Captain.” 

“Only up to the bridge, eh? It’s a 
mighty good thing you did not have to go 
any further or else you’d have been gone 
all day. What the devil kept you up 
there for twenty-five minutes?” 

“IT went as fast as I could, Sir,” I 
meekly answered. 

“Well, you are not fast enough for 
a Captain’s orderly, so you will report 
to the Ist Sergeant and tell him that you 
are relieved from duty as a Captain’s 
orderly and will take JONES’ place on 
the coaling detail.” 
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208 Granby St., Norfolk, Va. 


Get Business by Mail 
60 pages of vital business facts and 
figures. Who, where and how many 
your prospects are. 
8,000 lines of business covered. Com- 
piled by the Largest Directory Publish- 
ers in the world, thru information ob- 
tained by actual door-to-door canvass. 
Write for your FREE copy 
R. L. POLK & co., Detroit, | Mich. 
467 POLK DIRECTORY BL 
Branches in principal cities of . 


CASHIN 
ON YOUR SPARE TIME 


Live wire men, willing to make themselves 
useful, and a credit to their post, are making 
use of their bunk fatigue time—hence, are 
every month making possible their salting 


away a neat bank roll. Inquire 
COLUMBIA 


THE DAWSON KRAFT-SHOP, ~ rexn. 
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LEAVE IT TO EDDY 
Continued from page 3 


THE WEB OF FATE 


Continued from page 8 


freely. “I’ve had a grand bit of luck, 
Annie, with th’ ice business goin’ t’ th’ 
divil an’ all. Do ye know that Eyetalian 
lad that run th’ fruit store, Mike Ama- 
to? I’ve sold him th’ ice business, An- 
nie.” 

“Well, praise be t’ th’ saints!” ex- 
claimed Mrs. Casey. “Ye’re well rid of 
it, Jawn. An’ what are ye goin’ into 
now for a change?” 

“A grand business,” said Mr. Casey en- 
thusiastically. “Coal, Annie. I’ve pur- 
chased old Jerry Hunter’s coal business 
off of him, lock, stock, an’ barrel, otty- 
mobel trucks an’ all. Where is that fine 
young lad Eddie keepin’ hisself these 
days?” 

“Well, th’ last I saw of him, three 
minutes agone,” said Mrs. Casey, “he 
was leanin’ on th’ front gate, chinnin’ 
Mamie t’ beat th’ band. If you have a 
mind t’ have a word with him, I’ll go t’ 
th’ door an’ call him, Jawn, for if ever 
there was a lad I took a likin’ to——” 

She was interrupted by Mamie and 
Eddie, himself, for they came into the 
kitchen hand in hand, happiness beaming 
from them like the sparkle of an electric 
sign. 

“Pa!” Mamie cried. “It’s all right! 
Eddie fixed it. You won’t be sore at him 
now. He’s quit the refrigerator ma- 
chines, Pa.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Eddie, his bright eyes 
sparkling at Mr. Casey. “I did that 
thing. I’ve got a new line now. A peach 
of a line. I’ve tried it out this week, and 
it sells like hot cakes. I'll put one in 
every house or I’m no good.” 

“I bet ye will, Murphy,” said Mr. 
Casey. “You're the lad can do it.” 

“You know it!” laughed Eddie. “If it’s 
anything I can talk about, and this has 
some selling talk, believe me! Because, 
just consider coal for one minute—bulky, 
dirty, making a lot of useless ashes that 
have to be carried out. I'll bet you that 
in my district there will not be a ton of 
coal sold next year and a 

Mr. Casey took a deep breath. 

“An’ may I be so humble as t’ inquire 
what ye are sellin’ these days that will 
roon th’ coal merchints, Mister Mur- 
phy ?” 

Mrs. Casey sat down hard on one of 
the stout kitchen chairs. 

“The Equatorial Self-feed Oil Burn- 
er,” said Eddie Murphy. 

“Oh, ho!” said Mr. Casey in the tone 
of a warrior uttering his battle-cry. “Oh, 
ho!” 

“Jawn!” cried Mrs. Casey. “Mamie! 
Git yer young man out of th’ kitchen 
before murder is done! Your pa has just 
boughten a coal yard!” 

“Oh, ho!” cried Mr. Casey the third 
time, reaching for a chair, but Mamie 
leaped forward and grasped his chair- 
wielding arm. 

“But, Father—wait!” she exclaimed. 
“Don’t hit him! He’s not going to sell 
them here. His district is in New Jer- 
sey.” 

Mr. Casey slowly lowered the chair to 
the floor. 

“An’ what th’ divil is New Jersey t’ 
Jawn Casey?” he asked philosophically. 


a tiny knock on his door; his heart 
pounded as he turned the knob, and 
Bell entered. Her face looked 4a 
trifle pale, her blue eyes had a tender, 
sad expression, as she impulsively grasp- 
ed his hand in both her own. 

He had never before realized quite 
how beautiful she was; but now as he 
glimpsed her rounded form, in dainty 
dressing gown of red his heart came 
suddenly to his mouth. 

“Rufe,” she exclaimed, “I don’t know 
how I’m going to thank you for what 
you did last night—father and I didn’t 
mean anything to you—why did you take 
such a terrible risk?” 

“Didn’t mean anything to me!” he 
blurted, “Bell, when I saw you leap into 
that sea, I realized just what you meant 
to me—” his arm was crushing her to 
him, while one hand clenched her should- 
er until it hurt, but he didn’t know it. 
“Bell, I love you—” 

A queer look flashed to her face; he 
could feel her heart throb; could feel 
the wild lift to her breast; it gave him 
an exultant courage, and he kissed her 
lips again and again. 

“But, Rufe,” she gasped as she pushed 
her lips from his, “you don’t want me 
like that! Your home was wrecked 
because of me—” 

He stared into her eyes. “My home 
wrecked by you! What are you talking 
about?” 

“Didn’t your dad disown you because 
you refused to—to marry Izzy?” 

Rufus was bewildered; “Why, yes—I 
refused absolutely to have anything to 
do with that ‘Izzy’ girl, but—” 

Bell burst into a peal of laughter; 
she almost had hysterics. Finally she 
stopped for want of breath. 

Rufus was disgusted. It had been no 
joke to have his whole life wrecked by 
Izzy. He met Bell’s eyes dazedly, and 
listened as she continued; “But, Rufe, 
you—you just kissed me, and told me 
that you loved me—” 

Looking still more bewildered, he 
blindly kissed her again. She pushed his 
lips gently away. 

“It’s too bad, Rufe, that you should 
try so hard to avoid Izzy, and then run 
right into her arms—” 

Rufus was fast getting desperate. He 
placed a firm hand on each of her 
shoulders. 

“I don’t understand. What do you 
know about this Izzy girl?” he demanded. 

Bell blushed prettily. “You see, Rufe 
—my name happens to be Isabelle. When 
I was a kid they called me Izzy for 
short. Your dad and my dad were 
friends since childhood, and thought it 
might be nice if Izzy and Rufe hitched 
up together—” 

“T’ll be jiggered!” he cut in hastily. 
“But that picture—the photo you sent 
me—it doesn’t look any more like you, 
than I do!” 

Bell’s eyes fell sheepishly as she ex- 
plained. “I was in masquerade costume 
when that was taken. I had on a close 
mask. It made such a wonderful picture 
of a prim, tight old-maid, I couldn’t re 
sist the temptation to mail it to you, 
with my nick-name underneath—” 

“You little devil!” Rufus laughed. 
“T’ll kiss you again—just for that—.” 
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| THE BATTLE OF BORDEAUX | 


Continued from page 5 


count of the noise of the truck, so I was 
left all alone. 

“But I never laid down on my duty yet, 
sir, so I goes up to this Frog and soaks 
him and the lady falls back in my arms 
in a dead faint. Well, when she comes to, 
she tells me to carry her home and so I 
taken her where she told me to go and 
put her in a chair in the parlor and, first 
thing you know, I hear the key turning in 
the lock and look around to find myself 
locked in. 

“IT was kept in there for over two 
hours, Major, and that’s how come it for 
me to be picked up so late at night.” 

“T see,” says the Major, “but how did 
you get out and how did you get that 
M. P. arm band on your sleeve?” 

“I’m coming to that, sir,” Sweeney 
goes on, “well, after about two hours 
in that place, I hear a voice at the key 
hole and a Frog says to me something 
about ‘Sank song francs’ which means 
five hundred francs and he was telling 
me that it would cost me that much to 
get out of the room. 

“Well, sir, I thought of busting down 
the door and beating that Frog up, but 
I'm a peaceful sort of a fellow and I 
don’t like to get into rows. So I tried 
all the windows and when they wouldn’t 
open up, I bargained with this fellow 
until I beat him down to two hundred 
francs which was all the money I had. 
And so, finally, he lets me out and I run 
down the street to get away from that 
place as fast as I could. And when I’m 
turning the first corner, something hit 
me over the head and I didn’t know 
nothing for about an hour or so, and 
when I woke up I went into a cafe to get 
a drink of ice water to brace me up be- 
cause I was feeling shaky after that rap 
on the head and while I’m drinking the 
ice water, them two M. P.’s come in and 
grabbed me and that’s the first I noticed 
that they was an M. P. arm band on my 
sleeve. It must of been that the same 
guy which soaked the M. P. was the guy 
that soaked me and he was trying to get 
out of it by pinning the arm band on 
me. And that’s the truth, Major, believe 
it or not.” 

“I don’t believe a word of it,” says 
the Major. “How much‘did you say that 
Frenchman asked you to let you out of 
the room?” 

“Five hundred francs, says Sweeney. 

“And you got off for two hundred?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“All right, says the Major, “I find you 
of specification 1, Charge 1, that is as- 
saulting an M. P., not guilty.” 

“Thank you, sir,” says Sweeney. 

“Shut up,” says the Major. “Of 
the second charge, that is absence with- 
out leave, I find you guilty. Of the third 
charge, that is conduct to the prejudice 
of good order and military discipline, I 
find you also guilty. I sentence you to 
forfeit two-thirds of your pay per month 
for three months—that’ll be just about 
three hundred francs, the three hundred 
you beat that Frenchman down. Now, 
have you anything further to say?” 

_Yes, sir,” says Sweeney, “one thing; 
Td like to know how that M. P. could 
reckanize me as the guy that soaked 
him when his back was turned.” 


Booksellers, Engravers and Stationers 


New York 


BRENTANO’S 


Paris 


1322 F Street 


Fifty-nine 


Washington 


The terms of Morris Plan 
Loans are simple and practical 


and fair—it 


to borrow. 


have had an account at this Bank 


is not necessary to 


For each $50 or 
fractionborrowed 
you agree to de- 
— $1 per week 

nm an Account, 
the proceeds of 
which may be 
used to cancel 
the note when 
due. Deposits 
may be made on 
a weekly, semi- 
monthly or 
monthly basis as 
you prefer. 


$1,000 


Easy to Pay 


$5,000 $100. 
$10,000 $200.00 


Loans are pass- 
ed within a day 
or two after filing 
application— 
with few excep- 
tions. 


MORRIS PLAN 
notes are usually 
made for 1 year, 
though they may 
be given for any 
period of from 3 
to 12 months. 


MORRIS PLAN BANK 


Under Supervision U.S. Treasury 
1408 H St. N. W., Washington 


“‘Character and Earning Power Are the Basis of Credit’’ 


Quality and Satisfac 


tion Running Mates 


For quality that means satisfaction—at lowest cost. 
For style that’s right up to the minute—for good sound 
value that saves you money—you want 


B-K. CLOTHES $19.75 to $39.75 
MOST FOR YOUR MONEY 


The Bieber-Kaufman Co. rien 


th Street, S. E. 


901-909 


Washington, D.C. 
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“Patronize Your “Post 
Exchange 


MARINE CORPS POST EXCHANGES IN 
THE VU. S. AND ON FOREIGN STATIONS 


ANNAPOLIS, MD., Marine Barracks, U. 8. 
Naval Academy. 
BOSTON, MASS., Marine Barracks, Navy 


Yard. 
CHARLESTON, 8S. C., Marine Barracks, 


ard. 

DOVER, N. ~ Marine Barracks, Naval 
Ammunition Depot. 

FORT MIFFLIN, PHILADELPHIA, PA., 
Marine Barracks. 

HAMPTON ROADS, VA., M. B., N. O. B. 

HINGHAM, MASS., Marine Barracks, Naval 
Ammunition Depot. 

INDIAN HEAD, MD., Marine Barracks, 
Naval Proving Ground. 

IONA ISLAND, NEW YORK, Marine Bar- 
racks, Naval Ammunition Depot. 

KEY WEST, FLA., Marine Barracks, Naval 
Station. 

LAKBEHURST, NEW JERSEY, Marine Bar- 
racks, Naval Air Station. 

MARE ISLAND, CALIFORNIA, Marine Bar- 
racks, Navy Yard 

NEW LONDON, CONN., Marine Barracks, 
Submarine Base. 

NEW ORLEANS, LA., Marine Barracks, 
Naval Station. 

NEWPORT, RHODE ISLAND, Marine Bar- 
racks, Naval Torpedo Station. 

NEW YORK, N. Y., Marine Barracks, Navy 


Yard. 
NORFOLK, VA., Marine Barracks, Navy 


Yard. 

PARRIS ISLAND, SOUTH CAROLINA, Ma- 
rine Barracks. 

PENSACOLA, FLA., Marine Barracks, Naval 
Air Station. 

PHILADE PA., Marine Barracks, 
Navy Y 

PORT MOU NEW HAMPSHIRE, Marine 
Barracks, Navy Yard. 

PUGET SOUND, WASHINGTON, Marine 
Barracks, Navy Yard. 

QUANTICO, VA., Marine Barracks. 

SAN — CALIFORNIA, Marine Bar- 
racks. 

SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA, Marine Detach- 
ment, U. S. Destroyer Base. 

SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA, Marine Bar- 
racks, Naval Air Station. 

SOUTH CHARLESTON, W. VA., Marine 
Barracks, Naval Ordnance Plant. 

ST. JULIEN’S CREEK, VA., ne Bar- 
racks, Naval Ammunition Depo 

WASHINGTON, D. C., Marine a 8th 
and Eye Sts., S. E. 

WASHINGTON, D. C., Marine Barracks, 
Navy Yard. 

YORKTOWN, VA., Marine Barracks, Naval 
Mine Depot. 


CUBA 
GUANTANAMO BAY, CUBA, Marine Bar- 
racks, Naval Station. 
ISLAND OF GUAM 
GUAM, Marine Barracks, Naval Station. 


HAWAIlI 

PEARL HARBOR, T. H., Marine Barracks, 

Naval Station. 
PHILIPPINES 

CAVITE, P. I., Marine Barracks, Naval Sta- 
tion. C/O Postmaster, San Francisco, 
California. 

OLONGAPO, P. L, Marine Barracks, Naval 
Station. C/O Postmaster, San Francisco, 
California. 

REPUBLIC OF HAITI 

PORT AU PRINCE, 8th Regiment Exchange, 
Marine Barracks. 

CAPE HAITIEN, 2nd Regiment Exchange, 
Marine Barracks. 

OBSERVATION SQUADRON NO. 2, Marine 
Barracks, Port au Prince. 

VIRGIN ISLANDS 
SAINT a Marine Barracks, Naval 
Statio 
SAINT "THOMAS, Marine Barracks, Naval 


Station, 
CHINA 
PEKING, Marine Detachment, American Le- 
gation, C/O Postmaster, San Francisco, 
California. 


OUR POST EXCHANGE 
pays for most of your re- 
creation, such as free 
movies. Why not make 
it more powerfulP Buy 
all your supplies at your 
Post Exchange, and reap 
the benefit of more and 
better entertainment. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


is your own magazine. Help it 
along by subscribing to it and by 
purchasing the goods advertised 
in it. 


Post Exchange Officers and 
Stewards are invited to 
contribute articles to The 
Leatherneck intended to 
improve the Post Exchanges 
or to inform the men. 
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No half-way verdict — 


THE American people have had many 
favorites. But there’s never been a choice 
like Camel. 

Camel is the most popular cigarette this 
nation ever had. Millions unite to place it 
first, and there’s no comparison. Camel 
is supreme. 

There must be reasons back of such a 
preference. There must be mountain-high 
quality in this famous cigarette to make 
millions join in saying, “I will have only 
Camel.” 

That is true. Camel quality is just as 
supreme as its leadership. In Camel, no 


R. Jj. 


REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, 


substitute has ever been made for quality. 
No compromise has ever been made with 
expense. For Camels, the world’s largest 
tobacco organization buys the choicest 
Turkish and Domestic tobaccos grown. 
There simply are no better tobaccos or 
blending. 

If you don’t yet know that supreme to- 
bacco enjoyment, try Camels. All the taste 
and fragrance, all the mild and mellow 
pleasure you ever hoped to find! We invite 
you to compare them with any cigarette 
made, regardless of price. 

“Have a Camel!” 


WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 
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